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Director’s  Note 

Something  better  than  being  especially  profound  or  flowery  with  language 
is  the  art  of  honesty.  The  writers  of  this  issue  have  deeply  delved  into  their 
selves  and  revealed  their  discoveries,  unapologetic  and  unashamed. 

More  than  ever,  people  tire  of  being  mere  spectators  in  their  world  and 
lives.  They  hold  on  to  the  past  they  love,  let  go  of  the  past  that  pains  and  grasp 
onto  the  future,  simultaneously.  That  spirit  is  contained  within  this  issue.  So- 
called  immortal  moments. 

I owe  a great  deal  of  appreciation  to  the  staff  this  issue.  They  have  succeed- 
ed in  being  the  best  ever  team  of  editors  that  I have  worked  with,  as  open  with 
friendship  as  with  thoughts.  They  have  taken  on  an  incredible  amount  of  the 
work-load  required  to  complete  this  magazine. 

Special  thanks  goes  to  Ryan  Brandys  wno  never  fails  to  create  new  solutions, 
Tammie  for  her  guidance,  to  Gil  Oliverez  a PLR  veteran  who  has  stuck  with  me 
through  thick  and  thin--Stu  for  your  napkin  art,  Andrew  for  your  careful  eye, 
Marvin  for  your  sense  of  humor,  Cady  for  your  wonderful  fierceness,  Carol  for 
your  kindness,  Tracy  for  your  insight,  Tom  for  your  patience,  Michelle  for 
being  magical  and  Kristina  who  is  one  of  the  most  pleasantly  calm  and  articu- 
late people  I’ll  probably  know.  But  extra  special  thanks  goes  to  my  children 
Hannah  and  Jonah  without  whom  I wouldn’t  know  even  an  inkling  about  cre- 
ativity or  real  joy. 


Editor’s  Note 

This  issue  stares  death  in  the  face,  dissects  the  components  of  fear,  and 
pokes  some  sarcastic  fun  at  modern  life.  If  you’ve  ever  wondered  what  creativ- 
ity tastes  like,  ask  the  talented  community  of  artists  surrounding  COD. 

This  is  now  the  third  issue  Sarah  and  I have  collaborated  on,  and  I’ll  admit, 
I did  less  of  the  work  this  time  around.  The  software  package  I put  together  last 
year  to  organize  submissions  is  now  helping  us  grow  into  a more  efficient  mag- 
azine. The  workload  has  shifted  into  a fairer  balance  among  staff  members. 

My  appreciation  for  Sarah  Lensink  knows  no  bounds.  Her  tireless  efforts  to 
bring  this  magazine  to  press  reflect  great  strength  in  her  character.  I also  want 
to  thank  Tammie  Bob  for  her  advice  and  objectivity,  Carol  Neumann  for  cata- 
loguing and  entering  our  submissions,  and  Tom  Tortorich  for  his  tactful  wisdom 
and  Photoshop  skills.  Thanks  to  the  rest  of  the  PLR  staff  for  great  initiative  and 
participation. 

Satisfy  your  appetite  for 
Review! 

Policy 

The  Prairie  Light  Review  welcomes  original  short  fiction,  poetry, 
essays,  photographs,  and  various  2-D  and  3-D  artwork  from  students,  fac- 
ulty, staff  and  the  District  502  community. 

All  submissions  must  adhere  to  the  guidelines  and  he  accompanied  by  a 
letter  of  authenticity;  they  are  reviewed  anonymously  by  the  editorial 
board.  Address  such  submissions  and  correspondence  to:  The  Prairie 
Light  Review  SRC  1558,  College  of  DuPage  425  Fawell  Boulevard 
Glen  Ellyn,  IL  60137.  L etters  of  authenticity  can  be  found  online  at 
WWW.  prairie  lightre  view,  com . 
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The  kissing  queens  of  the  county  fair 

David  Thomas 

They  were  the  front  porch,  the  Great  Plains, 
the  kissing  queens  of  the  county  fair. 

I lay  down  in  fields  with  them, 

just  beyond  fairgrounds  the  whole  county  knows. 

I held  them  in  my  sun  brown  arms 
and  kissed  the  sweat  from  their  foreheads 
as  I pulsed  between  their  thighs. 

The  notion  that  someone  in  someway  failed  me 
is  shameful;  there  is  no  failure  laying  down 
in  the  straight  rows  of  yellow  wheat, 
a new  moon  overhead. 


The  National  Gallery 

David  Thomas 

Sliced  back  my  hair  and  took  this  babe  to 
Bourbon  Street.  At  all  hours.  We  explored 
the  old  French  and  Spanish  streets,  and  drank 
Hurricanes  until  we  were  wearing  them. 

We  told  the  streetshoe  who  danced  on 
a living  room  rug  set  down  under  a streetlight, 
we  told  this  streetshoe,  who  asked  us 
if  we  liked  his  pictures  and  then  said 
they  weren’t  for  sale,  “no.” 

On  a third  floor  balcony  we  watched  the  crowd 
exchange  places,  back  and  forth.  Bootblacks  tap 
danced  in  front  of  a blues  bar  as  I smothered 
my  face  in  the  girl’s  naked  tits.  Later:  3 A.M. 

The  Napoleon  House.  Absinthe?  The  girl  said, 

“I  don’t  want  to  go.  I can’t  benefit  by  going. 

I can’t  benefit  from  sitting.  Nobody  else 
is  going.  I’ve  seen  so  many  pictures.” 

I drove  her  across  the  Mississippi  in  a rented 
T-Bird  to  her  Navy  bungalow  in  Algiers. 

Her  seashell  taste  was  still  in  my  mouth 

when  I returned  to  the  hotel.  At  30 

I’m  able  to  speak  without  images  or  innuendo. 

At  30  I’m  able  to  spend  the  night 
reading  books  no  one  reads  anymore. 
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Edgar  and  Me 

Steven  Gade 

I was  excited  when  Edgar  Allan  Poe’s  ghost  began  haunting  my  house.  I 
mean,  c’mon!  Edgar  Allan  Poe,  right?  The  greatest  American  writer  ever!  And 
I’m  a writer,  right?  So  after  the  initial  shock  of  meeting  his  ghost  - the  same 
shock  I’d  have  meeting  any  ghost  - I was  pretty  excited.  But  that  soon  waned 
because,  well...  he’s  unpleasant  to  be  around. 

First  of  all,  he  smelled.  And  I don’t  mean  the,  ' smell  of  the  grave.'  I’ve 
smelled  dead  things.  This  was  body  odor.  Which  is  ironic  when  you  consider 
that  ghosts  don’t  have  bodies  anymore.  I hate  to  put  modern  values  on  someone 
from  the  nineteenth  century  but,  jeez,  he  stank!  The  dog  thought  so,  too.  When 
Tobin  met  Poe  he  took  a good  long  sniff  and  then  had  two  huge  sneezes.  Then 
he  trotted  off  into  another  room  and  never  came  near  Poe  again.  I might  have 
forgiven  the  smell,  though.  I mean,  Edgar  Allan  Poe  again,  right?  But  he’s  a 
whiney,  lying,  egotistical  jerk;  he  cheats  at  cards,  and  always  has  to  one-better 
you. 

Take  his  whininess:  “Oh  my  father  was  mean  to  me.  Oh  my  sweet  Violet 
died,”  oh  this,  and  oh  that  and  on  and  on.  The  first  few  times  he  showed  up  I 
just  listened  to  him.  Again,  it  was  Edgar  Allan  Poe.  But  it  was  non-stop.  And 
he  was  arrogant,  too!  For  example,  one  evening  we  were  sitting  on  the  porch  and 
he’s  complaining  about  how  stingy  some  editor  had  been  in  paying  him. 

“Yeah,  they’re  all  cheap  bastards,”  I said.  “I  have  the  same  problems” 

Poe  looked  at  me  with  a shocked  expression  for  a moment.  “Surly  you  do  not 
compare  legitimate  editorial  monetary  prudence  with  the  shabby  and  parsimo- 
nious treatment  given  mah  work,”  he  said. 

I didn’t  say  anything  right  then  (although  I was  tempted)  but  went  to  bed 
shortly  after. 

Another  time  we  were  discussing  literature  we  thought  was  well  written.  We 
mostly  kept  the  subject  on  works  we  would  both  be  familiar  with,  and  he  was 
very  knowledgeable.  But  at  one  point  I mentioned  I had  always  liked  The  Red 
Badge  of  Courage.  Poe  asked  me  the  story  and  I explained  it  as  well  as  I could  in 
two  minutes. 

“Yes,”  Poe  said  severely.  “Ah  know  the  story.  It  was  stolen  from  me  by  this... 
this  Crane,  person.” 

I looked  at  him  in  shock.  “You  lying  son  of  a bitch,”  I said.  “The  Civil  War 
didn’t  even  start  until  1861.  And  the  author  wasn’t  born  until  long  after  that. 
There’s  no  way  you  could  have  written  it.  I looked  it  up.  You  died  in  1847,  you 
lying  bastard!” 

Poe’s  eyes  darted  quickly  aside  then  back.  He  pulled  his  lips  into  a tight 
straight  line  pushed  his  chin  forward  and  ejected,  “Suh,  you  wrong  me!” 

With  all  the  dignity  his  rat-like  countenance  could  exude  he  continued,  “Ah 
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obviously  am  mistaken.  As  you  know,  Ah  served  in  the  army  and  was  a cadet  at 
West  Point.  Ah  have  written  stories  about  warfare  that  were  never  published. 

This  story  is  obvious  similar  to  one  Ah  have  written!” 

“Hmm.  You  were  kicked  out  of  West  Point,”  I commented. 

“Ah  resigned,  suh!”  he  declared. 

At  first  Poe  only  showed  up  occasionally.  Then,  he  began  showing  up  two  or 
three  times  a week.  Finally  he  was  in  my  house  almost  every  day.  One  day  I 
walked  into  the  living  room  to  find  him  asleep  on  the  couch.  Twice  he  came  into 
the  bathroom  while  I was  bathing.  Locked  doors  meant  nothing  to  him.  Once  I 
discovered  him  surreptitiously  going  through  my  papers.  Then  there  was  the  time 
he  showed  up  drunk  and  vomited  in  my  fish  tank.  Fortunately  ectoplasmic  barf 
isn’t  any  more  corporeal  than  ghosts,  so  by  the  time  I got  back  from  the  kitchen 
with  cleaning  utensils,  it  was  already  gone. 

Over  time  my  relationship  with  him  changed  from  hero  worship  and  adoration 
to  polite  host  to  annoyed  cohabitant.  It  reached  the  point  where  he  would  say 
something  to  me  and  I would  ignore  it,  or  if  I couldn’t  ignore  it,  respond  in  as 
few  syllables  as  possible.  Finally  the  absence  of  intercourse  was  perceivable  even 
to  his  self-absorbed  eminence  and  he  asked  me  about  it.  I let  him  have  it  with 
both  barrels.  I told  him  he  was  a selfish,  whinny  creep,  who  I didn’t  trust  as  far 
as  I could  throw,  and  that  he  was  a pain  in  the  ass.  He  got  one  of  his  proud, 
defensive,  offended  looks,  but  I cut  him  off  before  he  could  drawl  his  first  vowel. 

“I  want  you  out!”  I screamed.  “Get  out!  You  didn’t  live  anywhere  near  here 
when  you  were  alive!  Why  are  you  here  now?  Get  out!  I don’t  want  you  here  - 
leave!  ” 

I stopped  and  glared  at  him,  and  after  a moment,  watched  his  lower  lip  drew 
inward  and  his  eyes  lower  towards  the  tip  of  his  nose.  He  began  to  open  his 
mouth. 

“Ahm...” 

“Please  leave,”  I said  quietly. 

Poe  started,  ever  so  slightly,  held  his  facial  expression  and  slowly  shut  his 
eyes.  Then  he  began  to  disappear.  But  instead  of  the  quick  popping  in  and  out 
that  he  had  done  in  the  past  this  was  a slow  fade  that  lingered.  After  several  sec- 
onds, when  he  was  just  starting  to  fade  for  good,  he  opened  his  eyes  again.  His 
eyes  looked  moist  and  I suddenly  felt  a slight  twang  of  pity  for  him.  Very  slight, 
however. 

It’s  been  a few  months  now,  and  I haven’t  seen  him  since.  I finally  have  my 
privacy  back.  The  odor  has  disappeared  and  the  dog  is  willing  to  come  into  the 
living  room  again.  I don’t  know  why  Edgar  Allan  Poe  wanted  to  see  me.  That 
research  I did  said  that  he  died  in  Baltimore,  which  is  long  way  from  here.  I 
think  that  he  was  just  lonely.  But  I really  hope  he  doesn’t  come  back. 
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Pieces  of  Her 

Mary  Spadaro 


Acrylic  14"  x 11" 
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Refuge 

David  Mayhew 


The  Bath 

Mike  Carter 
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Acrylic  on  Canvas  16”x30 


Bad  Day  in  May 

David  Beeching 


Love  or  Hate 

Shirley  Lehman 


Man  Going  Squirrelly 

David  Beeching 
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Metamorphosis 

Mary  Spadaro 
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Acrylic  16”  x 20 


Study  In  Blue 

Joe  Benigni 
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The  Art  of  Making  Amends 

Michelle  Weis 


This  poem  is  dedicated  to  the  evolution  of  our  souls! 

I must  allow  you  to  grow 

To  change  you  ways,  re-arrange  your  soul. 

Grow  thorns  if  you  must 
But  please  reach  farther, 

The  soul  must  grow  to  be  empowered. 

Just  as  one  learns  numbers  and  letters. 

The  soul  is  striving  to  get  better. 

A flower’s  roots  are  in  the  dirt 
And  dirt,  the  remains  of  loss  and  hurt, 
can  transform  a seed  into  a flower 
Of  beauty  and  wonder,  color  and  power. 

We  too  have  our  roots  in  fertilized  mud 
We  feed  our  seeds  with  tears  and  blood 
But  also  with  laughter,  wisdom  and  love. 

Our  souls  will  learn  to  rise  above. 

A wise  man  said  that  the  struggle  within 
Is  like  two  animals  fighting  inside  him 
If  one  is  good,  and  the  other  is  sin 
The  one  fed  the  most 
Is  more  likely  to  win. 


New  Study  Proves  ... 

Watching  NASCAR  Makes  You  Smarter 

Tim  Plocinski 


I get  to  work  on  Tuesday  - new  assignment  - I’ve  been  chosen  to  head  up  a research 
project,  sponsored  by  NBC,  to  determine  the  effect  of  television  on  the  cognitive  abilities  18 
to  25  year  old  males.  As  a control  group,  we  have  to  round  up  these  18  to  25  year  old  Amish 
males  from  a little  communality  just  outside  of  Pittsburgh. 

I hate  my  job.  I got  involved  in  research  psychology  simply  because  I wanted  to  under- 
stand my  own  neurotic  behavior.  Private  things.  Things  you  can’t  tell  your  shrink  or  your 
girlfriend:  things  about  feet,  things  about  inadequacy,  anxiety,  various  obsessions  and  cre- 
ative compulsions.  I studied  the  DSM-IV  constantly,  realizing  it’s  like  a mail-order  catalogue 
for  interesting  malfunctions  of  the  mind.  I managed  to  identify  at  least  six  symptoms  on 
most  of  the  disorders,  and  the  ones  I only  had  two  or  three,  I chalked  up  to  denial. 

I did  say  I was  research  psychologist,  and  you  are  probably  curious,  given  my  initial  moti- 
vation and  mastery  of  the  DSM-IV,  why  I am  not  a clinical  psychologist.  The  answer  is  really 
simple,  early  in  graduate  school  I took  an  internship  with  a psychologist.  Dr.  Peters.  It  was 
nice  to  get  out  from  under  the  books  and  lectures  - and  I went  into  the  world  alarmed  and 
determined.  After  a few  weeks  of  making  coffee  and  answering  phones.  Dr.  Peters  allowed 
me  to  sit  in  on  a few  sessions. 

Sitting  behind  the  see  thru  pane  of  a two-way  mirror,  I identified  a new  neurotic  tenden- 
cy I hadn’t  know  I had:  Voyeurism.  I thoroughly  enjoyed  watching  these  people  pouring  their 
heads  out  on  to  the  floor  while  the  doctor  poked  around  and  examined  it.  I added  Voyeurism 
to  the  list  and  tried  to  take  notes  on  the  session,  looking  forward  to  my  first  try  at  counseling 
a client  with  a mix  of  anticipation  and  anxiousness  that  made  my  toes  curl  and  my  eyes  dart. 

Dr.  Peters  had  a discount  program  for  the  legion  of  uninsured  depressives.  The  program 
essentially  consisted  of  a few  sessions  with  an  intern,  with  an  understanding  that  they  were 
not  seeing  a professional  - only  offering  up  their  minds  for  some  practice  by  a future  star  of 
the  psychology  field. 

Personally  I didn’t  like  the  thought  of  someone  practicing  with  my  psyche,  but  the  mid- 
dle aged  housewives  that  signed  up  for  the  program  in  droves  didn’t  seem  to  mind.  Doctors 
get  cadavers,  we  get  middle  aged  housewives.  After  six  months  of  sitting  behind  my  trick 
mirror.  Dr.  Peters  assigned  me  my  first  case.  Her  name  was  Sally  Struthers. 

Not  the  Sally  Struthers  of  All  in  the  Family  fame,  but  a different,  fatter,  poorer  Sally 
Struthers.  I wanted  to  laugh  and  then  worried  about  laughing.  I needed  a distraction  and 
then  worried  about  my  focus  on  the  client.  I handed  her  a form  and  then  studied  her,  think- 
ing of  what  I would  say. 

She  was  between  thirty-five  and  fifty,  with  the  sort  of  bags  under  her  eyes  that  met  her  in 
the  morning  mirror  and  mocked  her  as  she  brushed  her  teeth  before  bed.  While  I waited  for 
her  to  fill  out  her  form,  I placed  personal  wagers  on  her  age.  I bought  a ticket  for  forty-two 
and  set  the  stake  at  asking  her  about  her  sex  life.  A winner  would  grant  me  permission  to 
delve  into  her  libido,  a loser,  and  I would  be  stuck  with  mundane  questions  about  her  thor- 
oughly boring  life. 

Normally  when  a new  client  comes  to  the  practice  the  secretary  passes  out  and  collects 
the  forms  bringing  them  to  the  doctor  in  his  office.  Then  he  studies  the  responses  and  pre- 
pares some  notes  on  what  he  thinks  the  patient  is  suffering  from.  The  interns  did  not  get 
such  treatment.  That  was  the  problem  with  the  free  service.  Dr.  Peters  did  not  want  his 
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salaried  employees  doing  any  work  on  the  charity  cases.  It  fell  to  the  intern  to  pass  out  the 
form  and  collect  it  in  the  same  meeting.  From  there  I imagined  I would  ask  her  to  tell  me 
about  herself  while  I frantically  read  her  responses. 

When  she  handed  back  the  form,  I decided  I was  only  interested  in  her  age  and  the  rest 
of  the  responses  were  trivial.  I had  a bet  to  win.  My  eyes  were  drawn  to  the  name  field,  Sally 
Struthers.  Don  t laugh.  Scanning  over  I saw  the  age,  forty-two.  Don  t Celebrate.  I skipped  the 
rest  of  the  form  and  decided  to  speak. 

“Welcome  Mrs.  Struthers,  mind  if  I call  you  Sally?”  That  almost  put  me  over  the  edge. 
Welcome  Mrs.  Struthers,  mind  if  I call  you  Sally  ...Struthers  for  my  personal  amusement?  I wanted 
my  compulsions  to  be  solely  motivated  by  nerves.  After  all,  it  was  my  first  session  with  a 
crazy  person  and  I was  about  to  get  a taste  of  my  chosen  career  path.  I knew  it  was  some- 
thing else:  I knew  that  Dr.  Peters  had  left,  he  wasn’t  sitting  in  my  hidden  room  taking  notes, 
instead  I saw  his  Beamer  pull  out  of  the  lot  as  Sally  Struthers’  pulled  in;  I knew  her  name 
was  Sally  Struthers,  yet  she  wasn’t  the  real  Sally  Struthers  - she  was  an  imposter;  I knew  I 
had  won  the  bet  on  her  age.  I felt  good  about  that  victory  and  I couldn’t  wait  to  collect  my 
earnings. 

“Why  no  Doctor,  all  my  friends  call  me  Sally.” 

I debated  whether  or  not  to  remind  her  I wasn’t  actually  a Doctor,  just  an  intern  who  had 
no  idea  what  I was  doing  and  that  I hadn’t  even  read  her  form.  Maybe  I should  tell  her  that 
Dr.  Peters  had  left  and  wasn’t  sitting  behind  the  mirror  she  kept  glancing  at. 

I flipped  a page  on  my  legal  pad  and  wrote  in  a very  serious  way:  “All  her  friends  call  her 
Sally.”  Now  that  that  was  out  of  the  way,  I was  ready  to  get  to  the  heart  of  the  issue. 

“What  seems  to  be  the  problem,  Sally?” 

“I’m  depressed” 

“What  is  your  relationship  status?” 

“Didn’t  you  read  my  form?” 

“I  did,  but  I find  when  a patient  tells  me  about  herself,  it  helps  her  to  work  through  her 
problems  on  her  own.” 

“I  don’t  understand  how  telling  you  that  I am  married  would  help  anything,  it’s  just  a 
statement  of  fact,  my  problem  is  not  with  my  husband.” 

“I  wanted  to  see  the  way  you  said  T’m  married’.” 

“You  didn’t  read  my  form,  did  you?” 

While  taking  notes  in  my  hidden  room,  I realized  that  when  a person  is  a asked  a ques- 
tion by  a professional,  they  tend  not  to  put  it  into  context.  They  simply  obey,  because  all 
these  people  really  want  is  to  hear  themselves  speak.  Counseling  is  not  about  answers,  its 
about  the  sound  of  the  patients  voice  bouncing  off  the  counselor  and  reflecting  back  to  the 
lonely  counseled.  This  drone  is  broken  occasionally  by  prompting  questions  that  signal  to  the 
patient  that  it  is  time  to  change  key  for  a while,  move  from  whining  to  self-analyzing.  But 
this  Sally  Struthers  lady  was  different,  she  was  combative.  I wasn’t  really  sure  how  to  contin- 
ue, so  I just  jumped  right  back  in. 

“Your  problem  is  with  your  sex  life.”  I said  as  seriously  as  I could.  Sally  looked  shocked 
and  fired  back,  “You’re  a pervert.  Free  or  not,  I’m  not  going  to  take  this  from  you.” 

Sally  got  up,  collected  her  coat  and  left.  I sat  there  partially  wishing  I had  guessed  43 
and  contemplating  my  future.  I quickly  found  out  that  my  time  with  Dr.  Peters  was  over,  as 
he  dismissed  me  after  lunch.  Being  released  didn’t  really  upset  me  much,  except  for  the  lost 
credits  I stood  to  gain.  I would  miss  the  little  observational  room,  but  perhaps  after  Dr. 

Peters  cooled  off,  he’d  let  me  hang  out  in  there. 

So  Sally  Struthers  started  my  career  as  a research  psychologist.  My  chosen  profession 
didn’t  choose  me,  so  I took  her  awkward  step-sister  out.  After  school  I ended  up  working  for 
Trans-Media-Systems,  a media  research  company,  and  that  is  where  I remain.  Except  for  the 
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fact  that  I dread  coming  to  work  and  hate  my  assignments,  the  place  isn’t  all  that  bad.  Since 
we  do  exclusively  commercial  media  research,  and  our  studies  are  rarely,  if  ever  corroborat- 
ed. We  don’t  even  have  a proper  peer  review  system.  The  company  does  not  require  peer 
reviews,  but  the  by-laws  clearly  state  that  the  lead  researchers  count  as  peers  for  their  own 
projects.  Perhaps  it’s  the  whole  self-analysis  principle. 

Either  way,  I get  to  reach  conclusions  without  much  consequence.  Because  we  sold  to  the 
networks,  all  information  was  proprietary,  and,  for  the  most  part,  went  unchecked  outside  of 
the  companies  peer  review  system.  When  I applied  for  the  job,  I neglected  to  mention  that  I 
had  founded  the  fledgling  “Citizen(s)  for  Imperfect  Science  (C4IS)”  association.  The  group 
had  a long  history  (dating  back  to  when  I first  got  my  driver’s  license)  but  was  historically 
low  on  members  (it  had  always  only  been  me).  Initially  the  C4IS  concentrated  on  giving  mis- 
leading information  to  phone  surveys,  and  later  moved  on  to  skewing  traffic  data. 

While  lying  on  the  phone  and  circling  parking  lots  to  jack  up  the  patron  count  were 
minor  activities  in  the  grand  scheme  of  statistics  - the  real  change  came  when  I got  the  job 
at  TMS.  As  I rose  through  the  ranks,  my  ability  to  skew  data  grew  exponentially.  Early  on  as 
a lowly  fact  checker,  I would  sign  off  on  all  sorts  of  false  assumptions  and  statements.  The 
self-absorbed  researchers  were  above  reproach  anyways,  so  I let  their  faulty  data  stand.  This 
earned  me  an  elevated  status  amongst  the  higher-ups,  eventually  leading  to  a promotion  as  a 
research  assistant. 

I went  from  assistant,  to  my  own  office  in  a matter  of  six  months.  Once  I gained  control 
of  my  own  projects,  the  true  fun  began.  I don’t  feel  any  guilt  about  it,  you  should  see  the 
studies  the  networks  want  us  to  work  on.  Today’s  assignment  is  a perfect  example,  as  I told 
you  earlier,  we  are  looking  at  the  effect  of  television  on  the  cognitive  abilities  18  to  25  year 
old  males.  I am  to  be  looking  at  various  types  of  programming,  and  the  effect  I has  on  the 
intelligence  of  young  men.  They  don’t  have  to  say  it  in  the  design  document  (and  they  don’t) 
but  they  are  keying  on  the  ones  that  decrease  intelligence.  It’s  not  my  paranoid  delusions  say 
that,  it’s  the  truth:  beat  them  down  and  rope  them  in,  a motto  anyone  could  live  by. 

What  the  design  document  did  say  is  that  we  were  to  administer  various  aptitude  tests 
and  have  a same  size  no  smaller  than  100  men  in  the  18-25  year  old  category.  They  are  to 
take  the  tests  one  hour  before  watching  four  hours  of  “The  Golden  Girls”  (or  something  sim- 
ilar) and  take  the  tests  again  one  hour  after.  All  this  data  is  then  compiled  into  a database, 
and  conclusions  are  drawn,  scheduling  is  affected,  and  new  pilots  are  signed  or  dropped. 

No  matter  what  type  of  programming  (including  “educational”)  the  scores  consistently 
decreased  by  10-15%.  Our  Amish  friends  retained  the  same  scores  after  6 hours  of  doing 
nothing.  My,  C4IS  comrades  were  calling  (well  they  would  be  if  I had  any)  something  had  to 
be  done.  The  research  was  designed  such  that  there  were  5 general  categories;  Sports, 

Drama,  Comedy,  Educational  and  Action.  Under  each  there  were  sub-categories  that  were 
really  nothing  more  than  specific  shows. 

Going  through  the  data,  I noticed  that  NASCAR  had  the  greatest  decline  of  any  of  the 
other  specific  shows,  a gaudy  22%  decline. 

Had  I known  the  outcome,  I still  probably  would’ve  done  the  same  thing  over  again,  I 
mean  after  all,  today’s  TV  guide  is  screaming  the  false  news  all  from  grocery  check  out  lanes 
across  the  country:  “New  Study  Proves...  Watching  NASCAR  Makes  You  Smarter.”  This  of 
course,  has  lead  to  a plethora  of  firms  looking  to  corroborate  our  data.  The  lie  is  still  safe, 
because  studies  like  these  take  a long  time  (when  done  properly).  Lack  of  any  additional  evi- 
dence has  not  stopped  the  tabloids  from  running  headlines  like:  “Nature,  Nurture  or 
NASCAR?” 

It’s  all  very  empowering  actually.  Right  before  I inverted  the  results  to  read  as  a 22% 
increase  and  while  I was  falsifying  the  documents  to  such  a claim,  I imagined  this  outcome. 
The  C4IS  has  come  a long  way  since  its  early  years,  and  if  it  had  any  members,  I knew  they 
would  be  proud. 
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For  Caffeine 

Mardelle  Fortier 


You  were  more  subtle  than  music. 

I did  not  notice  how  you  lulled 
my  guards,  wakened  my  neediest  side, 
created  fantasies  out  of  soft  sleeves 
of  steam. 

You  seemed  like  a mother 

with  creamy  warmth.  Slowly,  softly 

you  wakened. 

You  seemed  like  a lover 
flattering  me,  telling  me: 

I’m  worth  a gourmet  treat. 

Your  foam  tickled  my  mouth, 

burning  lips  explored  my  throat, 

milky  fingers  caressed  my  tongue, 

lavish  amber  silk  wrapped  around  my  stomach. 

You  repeated  your  messages  each  day. 

Coffee,  I did  not  see 
how  you  brainwashed  me. 


Hotel  Bar:  The  Beautiful  Loneliness 

Mardelle  Fortier 

She  plays  out  of  her  beautiful  loneliness. 

Only  lady  at  the  piano  bar  plays 
in  long  ripples  of  strong  loneliness. 

She  plays  and  as  her  fingers  drift 
Down  cool  silver  yearning  bones 
She  grows  older,  she’s  wearing  out 
Her  long  white  fingers,  slim  hands 
As  she  plays  to  each  listener’s 
Loneliness,  she  plays  the  clear  deep 
Chords  of  the  heart,  the  song 
Of  travelers,  lost  in  shadows,  alone. 
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Blessings  of  the  Last  Fish 

Maureen  Tolman  Flannery 

In  the  obscure  chapel  behind  the  altar 
of  the  early  church  of  Saint  Just 
in  the  Gothic  barrio  of  Barcelona 
stands  a polychrome  statue  of  San  Rafael, 
an  archangel  holding  a sizable  trout, 
a worthy  fish  even  by  Dad’s  standards. 

This  is  where  I make  my  prayer 
for  my  aged  father 

who  has  reeled  in  from  the  world’s  waters, 

who  probably  now  is  home, 

wandering  confounding  passages  of  his  house 

looking  for  a place  to  pee- 

for  my  dear  beloved  father  who, 

though  he  angles  unceasingly  from  the  bed 

casting  invisible  lines 

into  deep  waters  of  impending  night, 

has  most  likely  caught  his  last  fish. 

Remember  Her  This  Way 

Sara  Berg 


Her  ethereal  smile 
Graces  his  life  once  more. 

As  you  walk  through  that  door 
Look  back  one  last  time 
And  you  will  meet  her  gaze 
This  ravishing  glow 
An  endless  light 
Radiating  from  those 
Seductive,  captivating  eyes 
An  endless  smile 
Keep  this  image  of  her 
Locked  in  your  memory 
Don’t  ever  forget  the  moments 
The  days  and  hours  spent 
Thinking  and  dreaming 
Talking  and  reminiscing 
Always  remember 
She’s  here  waiting... 
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Lady  Hummingbird 

Kristen  Neuber 


Invisible  to  those  below, 

her  tiny  stature 

allows  her  to  fit  perfectly 

into  the  loving  folds  of  her  master, 

the  almighty  Sun. 

Her  feathers, 

full  of  the  deepest  blue 

from  the  depths  of  the  sea 

and  the  greenest  green 

from  the  fields 

she  had  long  since  forgotten, 

shimmer  in  his  rays 

as  they  slipped  through  the  canopy 

showering  her  in  light 

while  she  perches  upon  the  balcony 

overlooking  the  grand  ballroom 

of  the  Great  Red  Oak. 

From  here  she  surveys 

the  comings  and  goings 

of  those  down  on  the  dance  floor, 

watching  the  nobility 

sway  in  the  wind. 

With  Sir  Rose  and  Lord  Honeysuckle 

waiting  patiently 

for  a dance  with  her  ladyship, 

she  flees  her  perch, 

gliding  through  the  air 

her  wings  humming  in  perfect  melody 

with  that  of  her  master’s  orchestra. 

dancing  her  way  from  lord  to  lord 

amid  her  tenderness  and  seduction, 

she  collects  their  sugary  nectar 

with  her  thin  needle  like  lips 

tasting  the  sweetness 

on  the  tip  of  her  tongue. 
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Liberal  Insurgents  Infiltrate  DuPage 

Leslie  Sudderholm 


WHEATON — About  1,000  National  Guardsmen, 
state  troopers  and  DuPage  County  Sheriff’s  Police 
have  sealed  off  major  thoroughfares  between  Cook 
and  DuPage  counties  in  response  to  the  insurgency 
of  Liberal  Loud  Mouths  (LLM’s)  believed  to  be 
originating  from  the  city  of  Chicago. 

The  abduction,  verbal  berating  and  safe  return  of  a 
Wheaton  College  librarian  last  week  “crossed  civil 
lines”  according  to  county  Commander  & Chief 
Bobby  Shill.  This  incident  prompted  Shill  to  use 
excessive  force  in  protecting  the  peaceful  but 
sneaky  lifestyles  of  conservative  DuPage  residents. 

“Our  communities  are  deeply  concerned  with  these 
assaults,”  Shill  said.  “A  liberal  mind  set  has  no 
place  here.” 

Road  blocks  line  1-55,  1-88,  1-90, 1-355, 1-294, 

North  & Ogden  avenues,  Roosevelt  and  Butterfield 
roads.  Vehicles  getting  the  most  scrutiny  are 
Saturns,  Volvos,  VW  Beetles,  really  shiny  Isuzu 
Troopers  and  anything  with  Grateful  Dead  decals. 

“It’s  difficult  to  safeguard  all  entry  points,”  Shill 
added.  “We  block  one  corridor,  they  find  another.” 

Priscilla  Softwick,  a librarian  at  Buswell  Memorial 
Library  for  umpteen  years,  remains  secluded  in  her 
condo  recovering  from  her  overnight  haranguing. 
Neighbors  say  she  is  still  in  shock  after  receiving  a 
face  full  of  liberal  claptrap  while  being  tied — ^but 
not  blind  folded — to  a bean  bag  chair  in  an  undis- 
closed location. 

“She  told  me  the  doors  were  locked  and  that  there 
were  photographs  of  Bush  administration  victims 
all  over  the  walls,”  Josephine  Pembroker,  a neigh- 
bor of  Softwick,  said.  “She  tried  to  raise  her  voice 
but  the  bushy  haired  men  in  blue  suits  and  dark 
sunglasses  just  got  louder.” 
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These  men  in  blue  suits  have  no  known  leader. 
Mayor  Daley  has  vehemently  denied  any  connec- 
tion between  his  goons  and  the  LLM’s. 

“Itz  my  understandin  dat  mosta  dees  guys  don’t 
belong  ta  no  yoonyun,”  Daley  said.  “How  wood  I 
nose  hoo  der  boss  iz?” 

No  LLM’s  have  been  captured  so  far.  In  public 
places  they  wear  preppy  clothes  to  avoid  being 
detected  by  typical  DuPage  residents.  Then,  sud- 
denly, in  a sidewalk  clearing — be  it  a maU  court 
yard  or  outside  a downtown  Starbucks — LLM 
members  begin  shouting  political  diatribes  along 
these  lines: 

“We  need  to  come  together  as  a people,  as  a 
nation — to  start  caring  for  each  other  again.  A 
slight  raise  in  taxes  is  worth  it.  What  we  need  are 
more  programs  . . . more  programs  . . . more  pro- 
grams!!!” They  then  run  away,  blending  in  with  the 
crowds. 

Surprisingly  enough,  the  LLM’s  have  a website: 
www.LLM.scum/hippy,  but  none  of  the  links  lead 
anywhere.  A butch  spokesperson  from  the  border- 
line defunct  DuPage  Democratic  Party  also  denies 
any  allegiance  to  the  LLM’s. 

“We  have  our  own  problems,”  Jane  Doe  said. 
“They  may  be  better  organized  but  this  in  no  way 
means  we  support  their  extremely  interesting  tac- 
tics.” 

-Leslie  Sudderholm 


The  Braindrug 

Nick  Rankovich 


Katrina  and  the  Waves 

R.  Ryan  Brandys 


Imagine  you  have  a summer  home  down  in  New  Orleans.  Wonderful  beachfront  prop- 
erty and  you  try  to  shoot  down  there  once  a year  for  Marti  Gras. 

But  you  haven’t  been  there  for  six  months  or  so.  Your  last  visit  was  the  worst  vaca- 
tion ever.  You  were  watching  some  TV  and  melting  into  your  black  leather  couch. 

You  left  some  food  out  on  the  counter  - pop  tarts  and  whipped  cream  - when  the 
swarm  came.  Thousands  of  black  cockroaches  poured  from  behind  the  refrigerator; 
the  stove;  the  sink.  The  pop  tart  never  had  a chance. 

A pesticide  allergy  means  you  can’t  call  the  Orkin  man,  so  you’ve  got  to  find  another 
solution  to  this  problem.  You  remember  that  you’re  paying  out  the  ass  for  that  extra 
flood  insurance.  You’re  not  stupid;  you  know  if  the  levees  were  to  breach  around 
Lake  Pontchartrain,  not  even  your  cockroaches  would  survive. 

On  the  other  hand,  flooding  your  infested  summer  home  would  solve  all  your  prob- 
lems. You  never  cared  for  the  place  all  that  much.  You  wanted  granite  floors,  not 
marble.  Why  not  take  the  insurance  money  now  - and  rebuild  it  next  year  after  every- 
thing dries  out? 

Coekroach  problem  solved. 
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When  you’re  not  on  your  couch  eating  pop  tarts,  you  work  for  the  Federal  Emergency 
Management  Agency.  Your  job  is  to  prepare  for  natural  disasters  and  respond  to  them 
as  they  occur.  Or  at  least,  that  was  your  job  - before  FEMA  was  absorbed  into  the 
Department  of  Homeland  Security.  You  and  your  new  boss  both  honestly  believe  that 
suicide  bombers  - not  floods  - are  the  real  threat  to  our  nation. 

You’re  back  at  your  office  in  Washington,  munching  a pop  tart  and  looking  over  your 
new  budget  figures.  DHS  cut  your  funding  again.  Crumbly  fruit  filling  trickles  down 
your  shirt,  onto  your  freshly  waxed  mahogany  desk.  Your  secretary  scrambles  into 
the  room.  She’s  fiddling  with  the  remote  control.  It’s  the  Fox  News  Channel.  Words 
scroll  at  the  bottom  of  the  screen. 

CATEGORY  FIVE  HURRICANE 
FIFTY  MILES  FROM  THE  NEW  ORLEANS  COAST 
WILL  MAKE  LANDFALL  IN  24  HOURS 

Your  secretary  plops  a big  binder  on  your  desk.  Three-inches  thick.  448  Pages. 

“What  is  this?”  you  ask.  More  crumbs. 

“Last  year,  we  asked  lEM  to  theorize  about  this  situation  and  they  drafted  a 
response  plan.  Here,  it  says  right  here.”  She  flips  the  binder  open  and  continues. 
“Southeast  Louisiana  Catastrophic  Hurricane  Plan.  See,  here’s  Pam  - a slow-moving 
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category-three  Hurricane,  and  she’s  hitting  New  Orleans  - and  the  levees  have 
failed.” 

“I  don’t  remember  voting  on  this...”  You  say. 

“This  isn’t  finalized  yet.  The  new  budget  cuts  mean  we  can’t  pay  for  IBM  to  finish 
the  study.  But  it’s  pretty  comprehensive.  See,  here  are  the  evacuation  routes,  and...” 
(she  flips  some  pages)  “...people  to  contact  to  get  truckloads  of  ice,  water,  and  food  to 
the  affected  areas.  There’s  a section  near  the  back  on  how  to  coordinate  search-and- 
rescue  operations.  Should  I start  making  some  phone  calls?  We  only  have  24  hours...” 

Your  secretary’s  name  is  Lindsay.  You  hired  her  because  she  was  motivated.  But  you 
can  hear  a lilt  of  fear  and  urgency  in  her  voice  as  she  flips  through  the  report.  Your 
phone  rings.  Not  the  black  phone  on  your  desk.  The  red  phone.  Underneath.  It’s  your 
boss.  Your  new  boss.  From  DHS.  You  give  Lindsay  a nod;  she  and  the  binder  are 
quickly  absent.  You  answer  on  the  second  ring. 

“About  that  draft  of  that  response  plan...”  your  boss  speaks  in  a gruff  tone,  slow 
and  cautious,  “ya’ll  hold  off  on  that,  for  a while,  please.  That  there  document  was 
not  designed  to  be  the  response  hible  for  a maior  event  like  this.  Seems  we  don’t  have 
all  the  pieces  of  the  puzzle  yet.  Cheney  kept  saying  something  about  keeping  all  our 
ducks  in  a row,  and  I’m  inclined  to  listen  to  him.  He’s  calling  it  Operation  Clean 
Slate.  We’re  not  to  act  until  we  hear  back  from  the  cabinet.  They  said  they’re  coordi- 
nating the  matter  personally.” 

“We  won’t  have  all  those  puzzle  pieces  until  after  nature  takes  its  course.  Mostly 
welfare  nigger  democrats  anyway  ...they  can  wait  two  or  three  days...”  you  add. 

“Glad  to  see  we’re  on  the  same  page.  We’ll  be  mobilizing  all  the  trucks  soon 
enough;  they’ll  be  plentya  time  for  the  media  to  paint  us  as  heroes,  but  we  wait  until 
after  the  storm  hits.  48  hours  should  be  long  enough.” 

You  chew  on  your  pop  tart. 

Your  boss  is  wheezing  into  a whisper.  “Look  at  it  this  way.  About  this  time  next  year, 
all  those  displaced  folks  that  survived  the  storm  will  have  found  other  places  to  live, 
and  the  ones  that  are  washed  away,  well  ...  all  we  have  to  do  is  lose  their  deeds  and 
social  security  numbers.  Then  the  land  becomes  county  property.  We’re  talking  ten 
cents  on  the  dollar.  Half-acre.” 

The  prospect  of  cheap  real  estate  has  you  envisioning  a granite  living  room,  your 
own  private  tennis  court,  and  a swimming  pool  on  the  patio. 

“Lindsay,  um...  hold  the  phone  there.  Go  file  your  nails  or  something.  This  time 
next  year,  you  can  have  your  own  piece  of  New  New  Orleans.  Whaddya  say?” 

Music  starts  playing  in  the  other  room.  Lindsay’s  got  on  her  favorite  CD.  An  80’s  pop 
band.  They  called  themselves  Katrina  and  the  Waves. 

“Now  I m walking  on  sunshine,  whoa  oh,  and  don  t it  feel  good,  hey...  ” 
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Read  Between  the  Lines 

Jenn  Syperski 


Emptiness  fills  Everything 
will  not  be  alright  this  Time 

cannot  forgive  the  innocent-until-proven-guilty  Blood 

and  petroleum  runs  through  our  porn-star  Corpses 

multiply,  a nation  divides  and  thoughts  reduce  to  Zero 

tolerance,  don’t  ask-don’t-tell,  no  child  left  Behind 

the  times,  beneath  the  heavens,  among  the  common  Criminals 

may  be  murdered  but  the  sick  and  dying  must  live  Painfully 

we  are  separated  from  the  true  God 

does  not  need  us  to  express  his  Opinions 

don’t  matter  so  long  money  is  king  and  politicians  Swallow 

your  pain,  bury  your  pride,  bite  the  hand  that  Poisons. 


fear 

Jenn  Syperski 

soccer-mom- and- shopping-mall- suburbanization 
our  reality  is  a tv  of  rockstars  and  sluts 

realism  is  possibility 
but  most  hide  behind  their  mini-vans 

we  are  soldiers 
fighting  the  wrong  wars 

surrendering  where  it  counts 
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Artistic  Anthrax 

Dan  Hoger 

We  live  in  a society,  based  of  prosperity  and  regularity 
Corporations  depend  on  populations  to  spend  their  hard 
Earned  cash  to  buy  their  trash  and  make  a stash 
And  in  the  blink  of  an  eye  lash  they’ll  dash  and 
Dart  to  the  nearest  Wal-Mart  and  fill  up  a cart  with 
Stuff  that  in  their  heart  they  know  they  don’t  need. 

And  the  media  feeds  us  lies  about  diseases  and  the 
Drugs  and  cure  them.  I know  you’ve  heard  them. 

And  your  wallet  spills  out  all  its  bills 

So  you  can  get  filled  with  pills  if  you  have  the  chills 

And  you’re  hoping  you  won’t  get  killed  so  you  write  your  will 

And  yet  you’re  still  feeling  ill. 

And  you  get  all  wired  trying  to  get  hired 

And  once  you  do,  you  come  home  every  night  tired 

And  you’re  hoping  you  don’t  get  fired 

Because  if  you  do  that  would  suck 

And  you’d  be  outta  luck  trying  to  get  a buck 

Until  you  don’t  give  a...  crap. 

And  if  you’re  listening  to  this  rap 

And  you  agree  with  what  I say 

Then  why  do  you  pay  all  that  money  to  stay  alive 

While  third  world  countries  are  struggling  to  get  by 

And  how  do  we  help  them? 

With  guns  and  knives  and  bombs  that  dive  out  of  the  sky 
And  if  they’re  lucky  we’ll  open  up  a McDonald’s  and 
Sell  fries  to  their  wives  who  only  strive  for  freedom 
While  we  expand  our  kingdom.  And  we’re  too  numb 
From  rum  and  turns  that  we  ignore  our  own  slums. 

I think  it’s  kinda  dumb. 

And  it’s  a pity,  living  in  the  city,  paying  five-fifty 
To  smoke  some  blokes  for  a pack  of  smokes  that’ll  make 
You  choke.  And  it’s  a joke  when  Coke  has  a hoax  on 
Columbia’s  blood  soaked  earth.  And  babies  are  being  birthed 
Without  dads  and  that’s  just  sad.  And  it  drives  me  mad 
How  being  bad  had  become  some  kinda  fad 
And  I had  a wad  of  cash  but  I spent  it  pretty  fast 
Cuz  in  America,  nothing’s  made  to  last.  It  spreads  vast 
Like  some  kinda  rash  wanting  to  be  scratched. 

So  buy  your  latex  and  chew  your  steak 

We’re  in  the  Matrix  where  everything  is  fake 

But  remember  this,  my  friend 

That  in  the  end 

The  love  you  take 

Is  equal  to  the  love  you  make. 
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A Writer  Knows 

Kathleen  Ward 


Wine.  It’s  not  really  a college  kid’s  drink.  Especially  in  the  dorms.  I guess  that’s  what  I get 
for  being  21  in  a dorm  building,  instead  of  an  apartment  like  everyone  else  my  age.  I like 
wine.  It’s  classy.  I wish  more  people  drank  it,  instead  of  beer.  I hate  beer.  It’s  repugnant. 
Wine,  now  there’s  something  different.  It’s  rich.  It  can  be  full.  It  can  be  fruity.  It  can  be 
light,  or  dark.  Pinot  Grigio.  Cabernet  Sauvignon.  It  just  sounds  expensive,  and  up-to-do. 
Hmm,  Yellow  Tail  Shiraz,  or  a Bud?  Get  it? 

So  what  does  this  have  to  do  with  your  story? 

Nothing,  and  everything. 

What  the  hell  does  that  mean? 

I don’t  know  exactly.  It  sounded  good.  This  wine  is  inspiration.  It’s  rich  and  classy,  which 
I realize  I already  said,  yes.  But  seriously,  its  not  cheap,  and  that’s  how  I want  my  work  to 
feel.  Full,  fruity,  and  rich. 

But  you  write.  It’s  on  a piece  of  paper.  You  can’t  actually  feel  that.  I mean,  you  can  absorb 
a feeling  from  reading,  but  that’s  not  the  same  as  drinking  wine. 

Haven’t  you  ever  just  looked  at  a wine  bottle?  There  are  so  many  different  vineyards  these 
bottles  come  from.  There’s  a million  different  labels,  but  hardly  anyone  actually  buys  wine 
by  the  brand.  There’s  too  few  of  people  who  actually  know  what’s  truly  good  and  what’s 
not.  The  point  is,  the  labels  don’t  actually  matter.  And  yet,  they’re  so  exquisite  and  decora- 
tive. 

So  you  want  your  work  to  be  exquisite,  but  to  not  matter? 

You’re  missing  the  point  all  together.  Can’t  you  think? 

Yes. 

Then  do. 

I am. 

A wine  bottle,  wherever  it  sits,  brings  elegance  to  the  room.  It  stands  for  itself,  with  its  fine 
label  and  beautiful  aura.  Suddenly  the  silly  little  college  student  is  a mature  adult.  It’s  sym- 
bolic of  wisdom  and  experience.  I pour  the  thick  drink  slowly  into  my  glass  and  smell  the 
velvety  fragrance.  I’m  past  beer  and  hard  alcohol.  This  will  go  to  my  head  fast  enough  for 
me.  I’m  enjoying  the  low  light  of  the  world  shining  through  the  dorm  room  window,  the 
skyline  buildings  of  Chicago  smoothly  soaring  up  into  the  pink  clouds  as  the  sun  sets.  A 
glass  of  wine,  a leather  bound  journal,  and  I’m  not  only  an  adult;  I’m  content. 

But  you’re  drinking  alone. 


I know.  So? 
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Apple  Harvest 

Gloria  Fazio 
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Table  Dance 

Wiida  Morris 


Probably  as  they  eat 
They’re  describing 
To  their  friends 
A new  move  they  witnessed 
Last  night  at  the  club. 

I prefer  to  think 
They’re  table  dancing, 

Her  glowing  eyes, 

His  scintillating  smile, 

Their  simultaneous  swaying 
Speaking  of  something 
Deep  within. 


Musings  of  Sophocles 

Wilda  Morris 


Pericles,  so  sure  he  has 
No  need  for  the  gods. 

As  arrogantly  sure 
Of  his  own  wisdom 
As  Oedipus, 

Is  the  pollution 
Bringing  our  city  down. 

Pericles  with  his  harlot 
Faults  me  as  impure 
Seeing  my  eyes 
Take  the  measure 
Of  a young  Athenian  man. 

The  old  hypocrite! 
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Beautiful  each  Shape 

Brian  Kovich 


An  old  study: 

Noah  built  the  ark 
Before  the  rain. 

Schooled  severely: 

Express  the  depths  of  isolation 
In  an  unusually  artificial  form. 

Paranoia: 

Given  the  nature 
Of  certain  voices, 

The  end  may  come 
In  the  middle. 

Prayer  #2 

An  honest  living 

Made  off  the  suffering  of  self, 

Expending  all  worth 

In  the  service  of  others. 

A lost  cause: 

Like  an  imperfect  brother 
You  want  to  succeed. 

In  spite  of  his  flaws. 

Because  underneath 
There  was  such  decency. 
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Angel  in  a White  Box 

Carol  Neumann 

We  still  had  the  black  Chevy  with  the  running  boards  when  it  happened,  whatever  “it” 
was.  No  one  told  me. 

It  was  the  dead  of  winter  when  the  snow  banks  were  so  high  that  I could  ski  right  over 
the  fence  into  the  barnyard,  only  I shouldn’t  because  the  bull  was  out.  No  one  told  me 
that  either.  I was  three  and  a half. 

A hush  came  over  the  family.  Mumma  and  Daddy  packed  us  all  in  the  car  to  go  to  the 
wake. 

“What’s  a wake?” 

“It’s  when  someone  dies,  like  great  aunt  Tillie,”  said  my  sister  Chi-Chi  who  was 
almost  seven. 

“Then  we  wake  them  up?” 

“No,  of  course  not.” 

We  drove  way  out  in  the  country  to  Jerry  and  Marie’s  farmhouse.  When  we  got  there, 
we  parked  on  the  road  and  slipped  and  slid  in  our  boots  past  lots  of  other  cars,  then  over 
the  driveway  to  the  porch.  Marie  let  us  in.  We  piled  our  coats  on  the  bed  in  the  down- 
stairs bedroom  like  we  did  for  birthday  parties,  only  I could  tell  this  was  sadder.  Marie 
had  tears  in  her  eyes. 

We  went  into  the  front  room  and  there  was  a big  white  box,  long  and  narrow,  on  top 
of  a table.  Everybody  was  praying  around  it;  the  ladies  in  their  best  dresses,  smelling  of 
flowery  perfume;  the  men  in  suits,  stinking  of  tobacco. 

“What’s  in  the  box?” 

“An  angel.” 

“A  real  angel  with  wings?” 

“I  guess.” 

“Can  I see  it?” 

“No,  it’s  in  heaven.” 

“Thought  it  was  in  the  box.” 

Cyril,  Phyllis,  and  Lois,  all  younger  cousins,  were  playing  on  the  floor,  behind  the 
table  with  the  box.  They  sat  on  the  wooden  boards  on  the  edge  of  the  room,  beyond  the 
carpet.  I joined  them  on  the  floor  in  my  best  red  dress.  I sat  on  my  butt  on  the  floor,  with 
my  knees  bent  on  either  side  of  me  and  my  feet  out  sideways  like  three  year  olds  do.  We 
bounced  a rubber  ball  with  blue  and  yellow  painted  swirls.  It  went  back  and  forth  from 
Cyril  to  Phyllis  to  Lois  to  me.  When  somebody  missed,  they  crawled  under  the  table  with 
the  angel  in  the  box  to  get  it. 

Cyril’s  brother  David  brought  us  frosted  white  cutout  cookies.  We  ate  them  as  we 
bounced  the  ball.  Crumbs  flew  every  which  way.  No  one  yelled. 

I could  hear  the  buzz  of  the  grownups  talking.  Mumma,  as  always,  was  the  loudest. 
They  were  all  “sorry”  as  they  drank  coffee  and  ate  cookies  and  cake.  I couldn’t  hear  the 
baby. 

“David,  where’s  your  baby  brother?” 

“In  heaven.  Cookie.  He’s  an  angel  now.” 
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Lost  in  this  World 

Jennifer  Hail 
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Photography 


Hem  Street 

Bruce  Gracka  Jr. 


Gaining  ground  on  the 
Low  part  of  your  back 
Smile  sweetly  tell  me 
Quiver  at  the  touch 
I’ve  never  known 
Such  sullen  days 
In  my  head 

A myriad  of  false  starts 
And  things  not  said 
And  I weep  for  all 
The  ground  that’s  been 
Lost. 


With  Great  Fervor 

Chrissy  Bruzek 

And  the  way  you  take  the  pennies  out  of  your  loafers 
because  you  think  they  make  you  look  too  dignified. 

So  you  walk  around  town  looking  down, 
ashamed  to  look  anyone  in  the  eyes  anymore. 

You’d  never  dare  do  anything  to  bring  anyone’s  starving  attention 
to  your  starving  personality. 

And  the  way  you  watch  the  second  hand  on  the  clock 

until  it  aligns  with  the  minute  hand 

Because  you  like  things  to  be  even  and  orderly 

Due  to  the  fact  that  your  mom  still  lays  out  your  clothes  every  morning 
with  such  determination 

In  hopes  that  her  young  man  will  grow  up  with  dreams 
And  grow  up  like  the  second  hand  kissing  the  minute  hand 
But  she  knows  that  you’ll  really  be  the  one  doing  the  kissing. 
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Note  Worthy 

John  Gordon 


quenching 
myriad  musical 
thirsts 

from  honky-tonk 
dives 

to  symphonic  halls 
it  shelters 
eighty-eight 
solitary  tones 
which  sing  out 
singularly 
and  in  countless 
combinations 
in  voices  from 
pianissimo's 
whisper 
to  fortissimo's 
brazen  bravado 

the  virtuous  sounding 
upright 
and  mildly 
pretentious 
grand 

are  instrumental 
in  fulfilling 
its  noteworthy 
mission 

keeper  of  the  keys 
hammering  out 
black/white  harmonies 

bravo  piano 
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Twelve  Steps  to  Successful  Transitioning 

(Not  necessarily  in  the  right  order!) 

Susan  Hilty 

Transitioning 

It  was  the  best  of  times;  it  was  the  worst  of  times.  It  was  the  best  of  times  it  was  the 
worst  of  times.  Who  said  that?  It  kept  running  through  my  head.  Who  was  it  that  said  that? 

But,  he  just  kept  on  talking  and  he  wouldn’t  go  away.  I kept  looking  at  him  and  seeing  his 
mouth  flap,  there  must  be  words  coming  out.  Does  he  expect  some  reply  from  me?  Does  he 
know  what  he  is  saying?  Maybe  he  will  just  go  away. 

What  did  that  mean  anyway?  It  was  the  best  of  times;  it  was  the  worst  of  times.  Don’t  lis- 
ten, if  you  don’t  hear  the  words,  then  maybe  it  will  mean  it  is  not  happening.  Don’t  listen; 
don’t  let  down  your  guard.  I think  he  is  saying  that  they  are  going  to  have  to  let  me  go,  that 
they  are  downsizing  and  that  I don’t  need  to  come  back  to  work  tomorrow.  Does  that  mean  I 
can  finally  have  a day  off?  That  they  finally  sold  this  damned  company  and  I will  be  able  to 
for  someone  with  a brain. ..It  was  the  best  of  times,  it  was  the  worst  of  times,  who  was  it  that 
said  that? 

I was  relegated  to  my  last  task,  my  last  responsibility,  of  a very  responsible  position.  Pack 
up  your  stuff  and  go.  I had  worked  as  the  Network  Administrator  and  finally  as  the  Project 
Manager  for  a major  manufacturing — retail  organization  for  7 years. 

It  was  a long  walk  back  to  my  office.  There  really  was  no  way  to  even  say  good-bye  to  any- 
one, as  we  were  all  unsure  of  who  was  leaving  and  who  was  going  to  stay.  Perhaps  it  was  bet- 
ter to  go,  at  least  there  was  a clean  break,  kind  of  like  that  time  I threw  my  cigarettes  out.  It 
was  the  best  of  times;  it  was  the  worst  of  times,  just  keep  your  mind  off  of  what  is  happening 
until  you  get  your  last  box  in  the  car. 

One  step  at  a time:  First  you  get  to  your  office,  gather  up  “your  stuff”,  and  then  shuffle 
out  to  the  car  with  “your  stuff”.  This  is  first-rate  management. 

I really  don’t  know  if  the  box  was  that  heavy  or  if  it  was  all  of  the  other  burdens  I was 
carrying  out  to  the  car.  Seven  years  is  a long  time,  but  how  much  can  you  really  accumulate  of 
“your  stuff”  at  work.  And  how  do  you  really  know  it  is  “your  stuff”.  You’re  not  supposed  to 
be  living  there,  are  you? 

Now  I am  in  the  car  and  on  the  way  home.  I think  I am  in  the  stage  of  my  life,  lovingly 
referred  to  by  those  who  have  gone  before,  as  “TRANSITIONING”,  whatever  that  means.  Oh 
well,  I guess  it  will  set  in  soon  and  then  I will  be  able  to  share  my  infinite  wisdom  of  the 
world  with  those  that  follow  in  my  footsteps.  No  one  ever  said  you  would  be  able  to  stay  in  a 
job  forever.  Now,  according  to  the  statistics  I had  seen,  a “job”  usually  lasted  two  years,  and  I 
have  been  there  for  seven. 

Opportunity  always  comes  knocking. 

I never  left  a job  that  I didn’t  find  a better  one. 

Good  things  come  to  those  who  wait. 

Patience. 

Who  comes  up  with  all  this  crap,  obviously  not  the  guy  who  just  lost  his  job?  I felt 
damned  miserable  about  it.  It  was  my  turn  to  have  an  “ain’t-it-awful”  day  and  I was  going  to 
revel  in  it.  Maybe  I am  in  shock,  I just  don’t  seem  that  upset.  All  these  emotions,  perhaps  it’s 
gone  now,  my  mine,  maybe  I will  find  some  pieces  of  it  in  one  of  the  boxes  in  the  trunk.  But 
for  now,  what  was  I going  to  tell  everyone?  I’ve  got  it;  I can  tell  everyone  that  I’ve  decided  to 
take  an  early  retirement.  I always  wanted  to  get  my  degree  and  decided  today  was  the  day. 
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I think  the  story  needs  a little  refining.  Isn’t  it  always  ironic?  We  had  just  talked  this  morn- 
ing and  Linda  had  told  me  it  was  a really  good  thing  I had  just  gotten  that  big  raise  and  pro- 
motion, because  her  company  was  a little  unstable  and  it  was  rumored  it  was  up  for  sale. 
Wouldn’t  that  just  be  the  end  to  beat  all? 

It  was  the  best  of  times  it  was  the  worst  of  times.  They  say  that  if  you  get  something  stuck 
in  your  mind  you  eventually  lose  control,  but  I didn’t  and  I made  it  home.  Maybe  now  I would 
have  some  time  to  look  up  who  had  actually  said  that. 

Linda  and  I actually  went  out  and  celebrated.  I hadn’t  ever  really  liked  that  job  anyway. 
We’d  been  saving  in  case  she  got  laid  off.  We  were  in  good  shape  financially  and  sometimes 
you  need  a life-changing  event  when  you  get  stuck  in  a rut  and  you  can’t  find  your  own  way 
out. 


Job  Clubs 

After  my  period  of  mourning,  (some  great  psychologists  made  the  analogy)  I decided  I 
needed  to  do  something  to  entertain  myself.  Sitting  around  at  home  sounds  good  when  there 
are  people  running  in  and  out  of  your  office  all  day  long,  but  it’s  not  exactly  all  that  it  is 
cracked  up  to  be  when  you’ve  lost  a little  of  your  self-esteem.  It  seems  to  me  that  “you”  are 
not  exactly  the  person  that  is  the  most  up  beat  and  motivational  to  hang  out  with. 

In  my  search  for  a job,  I heard  rumors  there  were  “JOB  CLUBS”  full  of  folks,  like  me, 
who  were  “transitioning”.  Who’d  have  thought  to  start  a club  for  a bunch  of  uninspired, 
“ain’t-it-awful”  people?  Better  still,  who  would  have  wished  it  upon  them  self  to  be  the  ring- 
leader? 

Well  I loaded  up  my  pride,  stopped  off  at  the  local  Dunkin  Donuts  and  headed  out  in 
search  of  my  destiny.  This  must  be  what  transitioning  is  all  about. 

Not  to  disappoint  me,  there  they  were,  one  of  the  sorriest  groups  of  humanity  that  I had 
seen  lumped  together  in  one  small  confined  area  for  quite  sometime.  Then  true  to  the  calling 
of  the  person  leading  the  group,  there  she  was.  A woman  in  her  mid  to  late  fifties,  bottle  blond 
hair  (you  could  tell  because  of  the  gray  coming  back  in  at  the  part),  the  cigarette  breath  and 
the  blue  knit  pant  suit.  She  introduced  herself  as  the  leader  and  told  us  that  she  was  a “grief 
counselor”  for  the  local  community;  she  was  here  to  help  us  through  this  time  of  crisis.  In  my 
wildest  dreams,  never  would  I have  been  able  to  imagine  such  a thing. 

We  were  to  go  around  the  room  and  introduce  ourselves,  fine-tune  a 30-second  speech 
about  whom  we  were  and  what  we  wanted  to  be  when  we  grew  up.  THEN,  she  wanted  us  to 
tell  the  group,  the  date  by  which  we  were  going  to  be  back  to  work!  (If  I knew  that,  I could  get 
a job  as  the  chief  consultant  at  a local  church  for  only  GOD  knew  that  secret  and  for  some  I 
was  sure  it  might  never  come  to  fruition). 

Well  we  were  off  to  our  “twelve  step  program”  to  another  heartbreak  and  disappointment. 
As  you  may  well  have  gleaned  by  now,  there  was  no  way  in  hell  this  group  of  losers  was  going 
to  be  going  back  to  work  any  time  soon  and  setting  that  time  line  was  surely  a goal  for  disap- 
pointment. What  did  one  do  when  the  day  came  and  they  were  still  showing  up  at  the  job 
club?  The  deal  was  when  you  got  hired  you  were  to  bring  doughnuts  and  flowers  for  the  next 
meeting.  No  one  there  really  needed  the  doughnuts,  but  I suppose  that  is  how  grief  counselors 
see  life,  and  death. 


So  We  Started  the  Session 

First  there  is  the  guy  who  is  sure  he  had  been  discriminated  against  due  to  his  age.  T was 
making  too  mueh  money  and  those  new  young  whipper  snappers  didn’t  know  anything,  least 
of  all  how  to  make  money.  They  just  thought  if  they  came  in  and  fired  all  of  us  old  guys,  no 
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one  would  know  that  they  didn’t  know  anything.” 

Well  I am  sure  that  t30-second  spiel  will  get  him  a great  new  job. 

Number  two  for  today’s  meeting,  was  a little  weasel  that  had  worked  for  his  father,  his 
whole  life.  He  must  have  been  at  least  45,  where  was  he  going? 

‘My  name  is  Ralph  and  I am  looking  for  a position  as  a PC  Technician.  My  father  and  I 
have  always  run  this  business  and  we  just  can’t  seem  to  get  enough  customers  to  keep  us 
afloat.  I have  a job  with  the  local  school  district,  if  I can  go  pass  the  certification  test.  I am 
sure  this  is  not  a problem,  I just  don’t  have  the  $100.’ 

Well  Ralph  was  off  to  a long  waiting  list,  maybe  we  could  all  get  together  and  have  a 
garage  sale  for  him?  I could  bring  the  doughnuts. 

There  was  the  woman  that  had  all  of  life’s  answers,  except  what  color  really  goes  with  pur- 
ple anyway. 

‘My  name  is  Mary  McConnell,  I was  the  executive  assistant  for  the  CEO  at  Growers.  I ran 
the  place  for  him  and  he  never  even  realized  what  was  going  on.  I paid  the  bills,  ordered  the 
flowers,  and  answered  all  of  the  phone  calls.  I ran  the  business.  I mean  I knew  everything  that 
was  going  on  and  he  knew  nothing.  I don’t  know  why  he  closed  the  store  or  why  we  couldn’t 
make  any  money,  but  I am  looking  for  a position  as  a manager  in  another  floral  business.’ 

Well,  good  luck  because  let’s  face  it,  your  hair-dresser  isn’t  the  only  one  that  knows  and  I 
can  probably  give  you  a little  advice  on  the  fact  that  you  knew  everything  and  you  ran  the 
business,  right  into  the  ground  obviously. 

Next  is  a heavy  set  balding  man  of  about  70.  Third  time  is  a charm.  He  has  on  a suit,  or 
what  is  left  of  a suit.  His  credentials  include  Chief  Financial  Officer  for  a small  community 
college,  and  he  wants  to  do  the  same  thing.  (There  is  only  one  small  community  college  in  the 
area  and  the  man  is  not  willing  to  move). 

‘My  name  is  Willy  White,  I was  a successful  CFO  for  a small  community  college.  I was 
not  making  enough  money  so  I gave  them  my  notice  and  left.  I have  been  looking  for  a posi- 
tion as  a CFO  at  another  small  community  college  for  over  a year  now.  I can’t  move,  but  I 
know  there  is  a place  for  me  out  there.” 

Not  to  be  left  out  were  the  folks  that  could  not  speak  complete  sentences  and  the  man  that 
cried  for  his  30-seconds.  Is  it  break  time  yet?  I think  I need  to  leave...  I am  so  depressed. 
Maybe  the  grief  counselor  really  is  a good  idea  after  all. 

Okay,  so  I was  wrong,  I hadn’t  lost  my  mind  yet.  It  is  a long  and  tedious  process.  I knew  I 
had  come  to  the  right  place  to  help  me  proceed  along  that  path.  What  was  I doing  here?  It 
seemed  to  me  to  be  from  one  of  the  Job  Club  for  Dummies  books,  only  these  people  had  taken  it 
literally.  Let  me  out  of  here... 

My  patience  is  wearing  thin  as  we  go  into  yet  another  round... 

Next  came  the  life  is  unfair  man  and  his  wife,  “Hi!  We  are  Sam  and  Sandy  Williams.  We 
worked  for  the  same  company  for  the  last  25  years  and  now  we  are  aspiring  to  obtain  positions 
as  managers,  because  we  visited  Bernie  Maldane  yesterday,  and  Bernie  said  all  we  need  to  do 
is  think  positive  thoughts  and  network  with  everyone  we  know.  Our  day  will  come  and  our  tal- 
ent will  be  recognized. ’’(Call  me  cynical,  but  I was  skeptical). 

Same  continued  on,  “They  only  charged  us  $6000  each  and  gave  us  a resume  writing  class 
and  a phone  help  class”. 

For  God’s  Sake,  are  you  all  really  that  stupid  or  maybe  it  is  my  naivete  in  the  job  search 
process?  I was  sure  that  Bernie  Maldane  would  take  my  $6,000  and  I would  be  on  a great 
adventure  to  success.  As  I said,  I hadn’t  lost  my  mind  yet,  maybe  next  week.  I wonder  which 
office  that  couple  had  gone  to;  maybe  they  could  give  me  the  guy’s  card. 

Oh  no,  it’s  my  turn  and  I haven’t  thought  of  anything  quaint  and  stupendous.  Step  5; 
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always  leave  them  with  something  to  remember  you  by.  Duh!!!  Should  not  be  the  norm. 

Wow,  I think  this  is  what  it  must  be  like  at  the  Alcoholics  Anonymous  meetings.  They  too, 
have  a twelve-step  program.  Maybe  we  could  incorporate? 

The  Self-improvement  Class 

Okay,  now  you’ve  done  it,  the  State  Department  of  “Unemployment”,  as  everyone  lovingly 
refers  to  it,  contacted  me  and  they  have  a new  program  for  those  that  are 
“transitioning”(there’s  that  word  again,  I wonder  what  it  really  means?).  I was  “cordially 
invited”  to  attend.  Government  language  for  you’d  better  be  there  or  we’ll  shut  off  those  pid- 
dly  checks  you’ve  been  getting.  How  could  I possibly  not  accept? 

This  particular  one  was  on  how  to  sell  yourself  over  the  phone.  My  mother  probably 
would  not  have  approved  of  the  title,  but  I have  to  admit  it  did  sound  a little  intriguing.  So  I 
rummaged  through  all  of  the  cups  and  little  boxes  for  change,  loaded  up  the  car,  stopped  off 
at  Krispy  Kreme  as  it  was  on  the  way  and  if  I recall  Step  number  3 from  that  last  job  club 
thingy  was  to  always  reward  yourself  to  build  up  your  self-esteem.  These  are  dire  times  and 
one  must  remain  upbeat  and  motivated.  A little  sugar  rush  and  caffeine  were  just  the  thing  I 
needed,  along  with  some  whiny  country  song  blasting  in  the  background  as  I rolled  along  with 
the  windows  down. 

Well  once  again,  the  sell  yourself  on  the  phone  wasn’t  quite  what  had  been  promised. 

After  all,  these  people  are  dealing  with  a bunch  of  losers,  what  did  we  really  expect  for  free; 
there  they  go  with  some  more  of  those  expressions.  I will  have  to  admit  the  state  had  gotten  a 
few  things  together  and  the  woman  that  was  teaching  the  class  did  seem  to  have  a little  bit 
going  for  her.  I just  don’t  know  how  she  could  have  gotten  herself  into  this.  She  seemed  rea- 
sonably intelligent,  just  out  of  school  with  a degree  in  teaching.  She  even  was  dressed  up  a lit- 
tle today  for  the  occasion. 

Today  we  were  to  go  around  the  room  and  pretend  we  were  talking  on  the  phone  to  some- 
one. You  randomly  search  the  phone  book  for  a company  name  of  someplace  you  think  you 
would  like  to  work.  Then  you  call  the  number,  find  a unique  way  to  get  through  the  gatekeep- 
er to  the  person  that  would  be  doing  the  hiring,  if  they  were  hiring. 

Now  this  is  where  it  gets  tricky.  If  you  are  applying  for  HR,  the  HR  manager  is  usually  the 
one  answering  these  calls,  or  they  have  an  admin.  Now  how  do  these  people  think  you  can  get 
through  the  gatekeeper  and  tell  the  person  on  the  other  end  of  the  phone,  you  want  to  know  if 
they  are  going  to  be  leaving  their  position  any  time  soon  as  you  are  looking  for  a job  and  you 
think  their  job  is  the  one  you  are  looking  for.  There  are  similar  problems  in  all  of  these  scenar- 
ios. I know,  I am  being  negative  again. 

Step  8 was  something  to  do  with  “what  do  you  think”  and  “how  does  that  make  you 
feel?”.  Well  right  about  now,  kind  of  like  shit,  but  thanks  for  asking.  I know  money  doesn’t 
grow  on  trees  and  times  are  hard.  Remember  me,  I am  the  one  digging  change  out  of  the 
cough  for  my  Krispy  Kreme  reward. 

Here  we  go  it’s  my  turn  as  I get  the  hand  off  the  pretend  phone,  “Good  afternoon,  is  Mr. 
Smith  in  please.” 

‘Yes,  I am  calling  to  tell  him  that  I am  the  most  wonderful  person  in  the  whole  wide 
world.  That  he  has  never  been  able  to  run  his  business  correctly  and  perhaps  never  will  be  able 
to  meet  his  full  potential  unless  you  put  him  on  the  phone  immediately,  I must  tell  him  how  to 
be  more  successful  than  he  has  ever  been  before.  You  see  he  needs  me  because  I am  out  here 
wandering  around  with  nothing  but  time  on  my  hands,  and  a little  of  that  frosting  from  my 
Krispy  Kreme.” 

“I  am  so  smart  that  I worked  myself  out  of  a job  and  I am  looking  for  the  opportunity  to 
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repeat  this  great  accomplishment  over  and  over  again.  Please  tell  him  that  I called  and  I will 
be  following  up  to  set  up  an  interview  with  him  next  Wednesday.  How  does  4 o’clock  sound 
and  when  do  you  think  I will  be  able  to  start. ’’(Step  1,  always  ask  for  the  job). 

At  least  they  are  all  looking  at  me  with  a look  of  reprieve.  How  can  she  be  angry  with 
“them”  after  that  display?  Maybe  we  all  need  to  take  ourselves  a little  less  seriously. 

I got  the  self-improvement  class  with  the  resume  writing  and  it  didn’t  even  cost  $6000.  I 
am  making  money  and  not  even  working!  I am  sure  this  woman  has  a lot  better  personality 
than  Bernie  Maldane  and  I am  also  sure  she  is  not  nearly  as  slick.  What  do  you  think  Sam  and 
Sandy  are  doing  now?  Maybe  I should  check.  If  they  are  managers  somewhere,  they  might 
need  a good  project  manager. 


Step  #10  Network 

Step  # 10  is  network.  This  is  a good  piece  of  advice.  Misery  loves  company.  Now  all  I 
have  to  do  is  find  some  sucker  that  I can  latch  onto  that  will  listen  to  my  tale  of  woe.  We  can 
sit  around  at  Starbucks  and  play  the  “ain’t-it-awful”  game.  You  know  the  one,  where  you  say, 
“Well  if  you  think  that’s  bad...”  I was  getting  good  at  it  by  now.  The  choice  was  clearly  mine, 

I was  going  to  be  successful  at  networking.  I could  drink  as  much  coffee  and  beer  as  the  next 
person.  This  would  be  my  great  success  story,  because  above  all  else  you  need  time  for  your- 
self, Step  #7,  and  Step  #8  was  to  find  something  that  you  did  well,  so  you  could  have  that 
feeling  of  accomplishment. 

The  problem  I was  having  was  that  I never  seemed  to  find  anyone  that  pointed  me  in  the 
right  direction.  They  just  seemed  to  bring  me  down  deeper  and  deeper  into  that  cycle  of  beg- 
ging for  a job  and  self-pity. 

I even  had  a couple  of  recruiters  tell  me  that  they  only  got  jobs  for  people  that  had  jobs 
because  it  was  easier  to  sell  them  as  prime  candidates.  I don’t  think  I will  ever  use  a recruiter 
for  that  reason.  I am  sure,  with  my  new  pessimistic  outlook,  that  if  they  do  that  for  one  com- 
pany they  must  do  it  for  all  of  them.  Didn’t  they  realize  that  with  that  representation  the  prog- 
nosis would  be  one  of  what  would  stop  them  from  raiding  my  company? 

The  Interview 

Alrighty  then,  I got  my  first  acceptance  letter  today.  That  meant  I had  been  accepted  to 
participate  in  the  interview  process.  Sometimes  it  can  be  compared  to  the  psychiatric  testing 
that  is  being  done,  only  in  this  one  they  use  humans  instead  of  animals,  because  it  would  be 
inhumane  to  use  animals. 

First  you  fill  out  the  application,  even  though  you  have  just  gone  through  the  phone  inter- 
view process  and  they  have  a copy  of  your  resume.  The  one  that  you  faxed,  emailed  and  sent 
by  mail,  then  the  one  that  you  brought  six  copies  in  for  them  to  use  during  the  interview.  You 
still  need  to  fill  out  their  application,  and  take  the  personality  test,  and  take  the  math  test,  and 
take  the  drug  test.  The  last  place  I went  even  required  a physical. 

This  is  my  story  and  I am  sticking  to  it.  The  letter  stated  that  I had  been  selected  to  appear 
for  a short  interview  for  the  position  of  “ARTIST”.  Now  I used  to  draw  a little  back  in  the  old 
days,  but  hadn’t  done  anything  recently. 

How  did  this  happen?  It  was  probably  one  of  those  days  that  the  “help  wanted”  web  page 
had  been  a little  funky  and  when  I did  my  query  it  worked  as  all  good  technological  applica- 
tions do  and  matched  me  up  with  some  really  unique  jobs. 

We  searched  our  database  and  came  up  with  your  magnetic  ink.  According  to  your  fingerprint 
and  the  last  four  number  of  your  driver’s  license,  through  some  mathematical  equation  and 
correlation  of  your  social  security  number,  this  is  what  e think  you  should  be  applying  for,  so 
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I did.  Step  9 clearly  stated  that  you  should  never  underestimate  your  talents. 

Maybe  they  were  more  insightful  than  1,  because  I had  just  been  invited  to  reply  and 
schedule  an  interview. 

1 tried  calling  the  company  and  got  a very  “efficient”  voice  message  that  told  me  if  I knew 
the  person’s  extension  they  could  route  me  there  immediately,  but  if  I did  not  I should  stay  on 
the  line  and  someone  would  assist  me.  Maybe  that  was  the  person  they  were  looking  for,  it 
obviously  took  an  artistic  and  inventive  person  to  come  up  with  that  line.  1 waited,  I waited,  I 
waited,  I waited,  they  lied.  I truly  don’t  think  there  was  anyone  there  and  1 knew  by  the 
amount  of  time  it  was  taking,  they  were  not  going  to  assist  me. 

I replied  with  great  exuberance  via  email  and  was  told  to  appear  at  2 PM  the  following 
day  as  we  sent  emails  back  and  forth.  (All  this  via  email  to  Kristin,  the  receptionist,  so  I was 
unable  to  explain,  ask  questions,  or  clarify). 

Upon  arrival  1 was  given  ''the  application" . Don’t  you  just  get  writer’s  block? 

(Why  should  I give  them  all  of  this  information,  I don’t  even  know  them  and  it’s  not  as  if 
it’s  going  on  my  permanent  record  somewhere,  what  does  that  mean  anyway? 

What  is  a permanent  record?  All  of  the  Doctor’s  offices  throw  out  everything  after  7 years. 

Oh,  wow,  an  epiphany,  I worked  at  that  last  place  7 years,  maybe  they  had  doctor’s  account- 
ants working  there  and  that  signified  the  end.  What  year  was  that  anyway,  I need  it  for  this 
next  box). 

Whew,  after  20  minutes  I got  through  that. 

I sat  in  the  lobby  catching  up  on  the  latest  news,  let’s  see  this  is  2005  and  the  PC  magazine 
is  talking  about  this  new  guy  Bill  Gates?  I was  always  going  to  try  and  find  this  issue  where  is 
my  note  pad. 

Horrors,  they  are  talking  about  me.  Shhhh! 

‘It  says  here  that  she  is  clearly  not  an  artist,  but  a Project  Manager’,  says  Kristin,  ‘now 
what  do  I do?’ 

Well  they  discussed  and  discussed.  1 knew  there  was  not  a snowball’s  chance  in  hell  I was 
going  to  get  that  job  as  an  “artist”.  They  made  me  wait  in  the  lobby  for  over  an  hour  while 
they  found  someone  to  talk  to  me  and  I just  kept  reading  those  historical  facts  from  the  maga- 
zines they  provided.  I had  learned  those  steps  well  and  Step  #2  was  never  back  down  from  a 
show  down,  especially  when  you  have  the  upper  hand.  There  was  no  way  she  was  admitting  to 
me  she  had  made  a mistake.  So,  I waited. 

She  found  someone  to  talk  to  me.  The  pressure  was  off  and  1 really  had  a good  time  not 
letting  them  off  the  hook.  I was  having  such  a good  time,  the  interviewer  started  to  relax  and 
enjoy  himself.  Then  three  hours  later,  I was  asked  back  for  a second  interview  as  a Project 
Manager.  Upon  arrival  the  second  time  Kristin  was  no  longer  there,  maybe  someone  had 
brought  it  to  her  attention  she  was  not  that  good. 

The  Moral  of  the  Story 

Following  the  12  steps  of  this  program  will  probably  not  get  you  anywhere;  except  maybe 
out  of  the  “aint-it-awful  doldrums”.  I know  it’s  hard  work  out  there,  but  always  remember:  I 
felt  sorry  for  myself  because  I had  no  shoes  and  then  I saw  a man  that  had  no  feet.  I know,  I 
know,  what  a load  of  crap.  Who  comes  up  with  this  stuff  anyway? 

Step  #13  - always  maintain  your  sense  of  humor  or  as  a wise  old  fellow  once  told  me, 
“Cheer  up  things  could  get  worse,  so  I did  and  sure  enough.” 

It  was  the  best  of  times;  it  was  the  worst  of  times.  Now  I remember,  Charles  Dickens  was 
the  one  that  said  that.  Maybe  now  I can  read  that  book  again... 

Oh  well.  Good  Luck  to  you  all  as  you  pursue  your  dreams  and  remember  Step  4:  Try  not 
to  act  stupid  and  never,  never  let  anything  surprise  you.  The  world  is  a truly  amazing  place. 


Root  Women 

Beth  Staas 


We  are  root  women 
Gnarled  and  dry 
Beneath  rocky  soil  and  clay, 
Drab,  gray  and  hidden 
Yet  steadfast 

For  we  hold  up  the  earth. 


Morning 

Laren  Lofchy 

A peaceful  silence  invades  the  woods. 

Yet  makes  a soothing  sound 
Of  angels  singing  merry  ballads. 

Melodious,  and  profound! 

And  through  the  rolling  hills  it  seeps. 

Like  water  through  some  cracks. 

O’er  the  lake  and  in  the  swamp. 

And  over  sleepers’  backs. 

The  sleepy  village  hosts  this  guest 
Without  its  even  knowing. 

Here  now  is  the  morning  coming. 

And  purple  darkness  going! 
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Expression  of  One’s  Own 

Jacquiine  Withers 


Charcoal  and  Oil  20”  x 18” 


45 


Labor  of  Love 

David  John  Simcik 
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Fugue 

Tania  Blanco 


I Hate  Collage 

Ashly  Metcalf 
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Collage  11”  x 14” 


48 


lirAn^. 


Coven  of  the  Ages 

Wendy  Montague 
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Mixed  Media  16”  x 20 


Rise  and  Shine 

Joan  Kalmanek 
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Digital  Photography 


Girl  in  Grass 

Robert  Kulys 
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Photography  8”x10 


Serendipidy 

Tania  Blanco 
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How  Colorful  is  Pain 


Fyodor  Sakhnovski 


The  color  of  my  pain  was  striking  vibrant  yellow 
of  sudden  bursts  and  fierce  splashing, 
of  crashing  waves  upon  the  vulnerable  shores. 

Impression  left  was  overwhelming,  unbearable  at  sight. 

No  fireworks  could  match  these  brilliant  explosions, 
perhaps,  volcano  in  eruption... 

And  then  it  slowly  settled  into  orange, 
a steadier,  a more  persistent,  warmer  tone. 

I could  explore  the  depths  and  grasp  the  intricate  details- 
each  stroke  and  contour  that  better  emphasizes  meaning. 

I tried  to  weigh  the  facts  against  imagination 
but  still  could  not  become  accustomed. 

The  red.  I didn’t  even  notice 

the  change  that  grew  into  a serene  totality. 

The  thickness  of  austere  wine,  the  glaring  of  the  dying  sun... 

What  will  bring  a greater  pleasure? 

I watched  it  drip  in  awe- 

intense,  like  water  leaking  through  the  ceiling, 

and  every  drop  contained  entire  world  of  things  that  reach  much  higher  understanding. 
It  was  enchanting;  I couldn’t  tear  my  eyes  away 
until  it  all  had  drained 

and  then  there  was  no  color. 
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Lucid  Dream 

Dulce  Vasquez 


You  wear  your  soul  on  you  face  as  a snake  slithers  off  your  tongue. 

You  wrote  the  words  to  a magic  melody  that  remains  unsung. 

Drinking  nectar  of  the  gods  the  night  is  vast. 

When  lust  is  your  muse-  the  spell  has  been  cast. 

Riding  through  the  mountains,  following  no  trail- 
the  journey  is  in  motion. 

When  it  ends-did  it  fail? 

You  call  on  your  lover  to  comfort  you  through  the  night. 

Soon  the  day  yawns  through  the  window  and  you  both  bathe  in  the  light. 
That  similar  face  on  your  pillow,  sweet  scent  of  her  hair- 
Didn’t  your  mother  tell  you  it’s  impolite  to  stare? 

The  morning  is  a requiem  of  the  night  before. 

Evidence  of  the  death  of  your  solitude  lies  in  bottle  on  the  floor. 

Free  floated  on  a sea  of  liquor, 
now  you’re  washed  up  on  its  shore. 

Living  your  own  fantasy,  life’s  a lucid  dream. 

You  thought  you  had  deciphered  it-  but  nothing’s  what  it  seems. 
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Donuts 

Rose  Calkins 


My  best  friend  Kathie’s  father  died  today.  Her  mother  unexpectedly  passed  3 
months  prior  on  the  exact  day — the  18^^.  She  was  the  rock  of  the  family  and  her 
extended  family,  if  not  the  community.  She  was  a pillar.  Stan,  was  well,  at  his  best, 
the  word  donut  comes  to  mind. 

He  died  of  complications  from  a brain  tumor  that  was  found  twenty  years  prior 
and  was  removed;  but  made  a reoccurrence  in  the  past  five  years  with  the  accompani- 
ment of  radiation,  seizures,  and  everything  else  that  doctors  either  said  would  or 
wouldn’t  happen.  They  never  really  know  for  sure. 

He  was  a very  intelligent  and  knowledgeable  man  and  the  irony  that  he  had  a 
brain  tumor  was  apparent.  He  always  seemed  to  analyze  and  demand  excellence  of 
his  inquisitive  and  intelligent  mind.  His  slight  build  did  not  diminish  the  size  or  mag- 
nitude of  his  thoughts  or  ideas. 

He  would  feed  our  minds  with  the  scientific  biochemical  reasons  why  the  grass 
was  green.  The  aerodynamics,  laws  of  physics  and  strategies  of  playing  ping  pong. 

He  seemed  to  immerse  his  mind  into  every  task  at  hand. 

His  discerning  and  critical  eye  was  evident  in  the  photographs  he  would  take  on 
many  occasions.  Prom  night  was  a virtual  photo  shoot  with  the  room  set-up  properly 
and  all  the  correct  photography  equipment  to  execute  the  best  quality  of  pictures. 

He  never  bragged  about  all  his  toys.  He  just  read-up  about  the  best  one,  purchased 
it  and  was  diligent  to  learn  to  use  it  properly  to  create  or  experience  its  best  use.  The 
toys  are  only  as  good  as  the  purchaser.  He  was  not  a braggart.  But  the  quality  in 
which  he  did  things  demanded  bragging. 

He  was  gentle  and  reserved  but  had  a snickering  laugh  that  lit  up  his  whole  face. 
He  had  a round  open  face,  one  found  in  many  Eastern  European  countries.  He 
seemed  to  do  everything  with  his  best  foot  forward.  He  would  yell  from  the  sideline 
with  urgency  how  to  correct  my  grip  and  stance  at  home  plate.  He  cheered  when  I 
finally  mastered  the  volleyball  serve  over  the  net  for  14  consecutive  non-returnable 
serves.  I was  in  my  element  and  groove  and  he  knew  it.  And  he  celebrated  it,  because 
he  seemed  to  demand  excellence  and  celebrate  achievements  he  knew  could  be 
obtained  by  observations,  practice,  and  perseverance. 

He  would  let  me  accompany  his  family  to  Venetian  boat  night,  the  Arboretum, 
and  Tobogganing.  All  these  worlds  and  events  were  foreign  to  me. 

But  one  thing  that  was  not  foreign  was  his  Polish  accent.  I didn’t  even  realize  it 
was  an  accent.  It  was  just  the  voice  that  conveyed  the  thoughts.  The  great  thoughts 
that  unfortunately  are  too  foreign  to  contemporary  minds.  The  thoughts  that  had  an 
unquenchable  desire  to  learn,  grow  and  excel. 

But  the  moment  I remember  most  was  on  a snowy  winter’s  night  in  a Chicago 
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middle  class  suburb  on  the  corner  of  24^^  and  Augusta  which  conjures  up  the  word  - 
donut. 

Mr.  Berus  picked  us  up  from  the  junior  high  school  gym  after  returning  from  a 
volleyball  game.  Kathie  and  I piled  in  the  blue  Ford  Omni  hatchback.  The  snow  was 
falling  heavily.  Large  flakes  were  obstructing  one’s  vision.  We  both  sat  in  the  back 
seat.  At  one  side  street  intersection  he  stopped,  or  that  was  his  plan.  But  the  car  spun 
completely  out  of  control  and  he  reacted  quickly  to  try  to  regain  it.  But  it  spun  in  a 
complete  360  degree  circle. 

It  stopped  dead  center  in  the  middle  of  the  intersection.  Our  screams  of  panic 
were  silenced  and  the  car  remained  there  quietly  and  serene  with  the  gentle  cascading 
winter  wonderland  flakes  outside.  He  looked  back  at  us  and  since  everyone  was  okay 
he  said  that  was  fun.  We  agreed  and  said  let’s  do  it  again.  And  like  a little  boy,  out 
with  his  buddies  on  a winter’s  evening  we  proceeded  to  encourage  a donut  stop  at  the 
next  few  desolate  intersections  that  followed. 

Kathie,  Mr.  Berus  and  I laughed  and  laughed.  He  shared  his  buried  childhood  joy, 
with  his  child  and  her  childhood  friend.  A moment  that  froze  there  in  time  but  warms 
your  heart  for  a lifetime  knowing  you  were  sharing  a loving  moment  with  those  you 
hold  dear  and  that  love  must  be  passed  on. 
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James  passed  me  a small  white  bag  that  held  one  chocolate  covered  donut  and  a 
small  carton  of  orange  juice. 

“Here  is  a little  breakfast  for  you.  I was  thinking  of  you.  Have  a great  day  today.” 

“Don’t  forget  a hug.  Hugs  keep  you  healthy.” 

I opened  the  screen  door  completely  and  gave  him  a great  big  hug.  I loved  his 
smell,  that  clean  from  the  shower  smell  with  his  hair  still  damp  near  the  nape  of  his 
neck.  He  had  on  his  work  overalls  and  what  I liked  even  better  was  the  way  he 
smelled  after  he  had  been  working  outside  all  day  building,  creating  new  homes.  A 
musty,  yet  sweet  smell.  He  had  an  all  enveloping  hug  and  I truly  felt  a surge  of 
phyto-like  nutrients  course  throughout  my  body. 

His  “devil-may-care”  brown  eyes  outlined  by  his  high  cheekbones  looked  into  my 
eyes  and  warmed  me  for  the  entire  day.  I didn’t  want  him  to  go,  but  the  large  red  f250 
Ford  pick-up  truck  was  idling  at  the  curbside  calling  him  to  work  and  the  duties  of 
the  day.  He  jumped  down  the  concrete  stairs  two  steps  at  a time,  turned  around  and 
blew  me  a large  theatrical  kiss. 

“Rose,  you’re  the  greatest!!” 

I laughed.  “No  you  are.” 

As  the  truck  drove  off,  in  my  hand  was  the  donut — the  moment  of  young  teenage 
joy,  love,  and  warmth  meant  to  be  passed  on. 
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The  Masked  Color 

Megan  Lock 


I am  not  transparent 

yet  you  see  right  through  me. 

No  color  is  my  friend, 

but  I work  well  with  them  all. 

My  absorbency  of  them 
results  in  your  vibrant  creations. 

Hidden  beneath  your  materials, 
covered  in  candy  coated  colors, 

I lie  weeping  for  recognition. 

I yearn  to  stand  out  like  the  emerald, 
ruby,  or  evening  dusk. 

But  I am  only  fair 

when  covering  Snow  White. 

What  good  is  being  pure 
when  you’re  only  seen  as  plain? 

How  I long  for  the  moment 
when  an  artist’s  wand 
will  cast  its  spell  on  me 
and  reflect  the  beauty 
of  color  into  your  gaze. 

Only  then  will  I glow 
as  you  praise  over  the 
eminent  exquisiteness 
of  my  many  disguises. 
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Hand  Goes  over  Hand 

Chrissy  Bruzek 
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Photography 


To  The  Note 

Travis  Drucker 


Etched  out  on  a careful  slate 
tucked  inside  an  envelope 
in  hand-crafted  origami 
to  wonder  what  was  said. 

In  precise  premeditated  gestures 
came  a stroke  from  your  pale  wrists 
a perfect  glide  across  the  white 
flawless  to  the  postscript. 

Goodbye 

to  the  sea  of  blue  lines 
to  the  red  pillar 

that  will  hold  these  words  in  place 
forever. 


Keepsake 

Christina  Riani 


The  old  frame 

with  all  it’s  secrets 

lies  waiting  to  be  discovered. 

the  old  man 

and  his  younger  wife 

standing  near  a 

familiar  house. 

the  picture  behind 

the  picture 

that  never  gets  seen. 

Invisible 

And  insignificant. 
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Coming  With  the  Dark  of  Night 

David  M.  Dinsmore 

Coming  with  the  dark  of  night, 

The  rider  on  his  dreaded  steed 

Across  the  land  maintains  his  flight 

With  pounding  hoofs  and  matchless  speed. 

Lying  in  this  charger’s  path 
Where  lapping  sea  meets  sandy  shore 
The  village  sleeps  unused  to  wrath 
Or  conquering  Tyrant’s  cruel  lore. 

Only  one  was  sleepless  there 
Who  toiled  through  the  empty  hours 
When  only  darkness  met  his  stare, 

And  others  rested  in  their  bowers. 

Ghostlike  stood  he  in  the  dark 
And  shivered  ‘gainst  the  frigid  thought 
As  time  and  time  again  he’d  mark 
The  mem’ry  of  the  deeds  he’d  wrought. 

Shadow  that  he’s  came  to  be. 

He  had  been  born  to  noble  race 
And  reared  up  in  high  right  degree 
That  famous  lineage  long  could  trace. 

Son  of  monarchs,  soon  this  prince 
With  golden  scepter  gained  control 
Of  mighty  kingdoms  to  evince 
That  he’d  become  all-powerful. 

Wars  were  waged  and  campaigns  long 
Were  plied  to  hold  this  realm  secure. 

His  exploits  where  rehearsed  in  song 
And  carved  in  stone  to  long  endure. 

Many  works  he  did  begin 
Of  civil  pride  there  to  sustain. 

So  governed  he,  the  hearts  to  win 
Of  all  subjected  to  his  reign. 

Oft’  he  looked  over  all  his  work. 

This  matchless  empire  vast  and  bright. 

Yet  in  his  inmost  mind  did  lurk 
A subtle  fear  like  darkest  night. 
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People  paid  him  scant  regard 
For  dust,  he  knew,  was  all  he  had 
So  futile  all  this  dust  to  guard. 

And  so  these  thoughts  soon  drove  him  mad. 

Leaving  then,  this  marble  hall 
He  ran  in  panic  to  the  sea 
And  as  the  waves  did  rise  and  fall 
Along  the  sandy  beach  did  flee. 

To  the  boundaries  of  his  land 
At  last  he  came  with  weary  steps 
The  village  here  did  take  its  stand 
Beside  the  ocean’s  briny  depths 

Nearer  came  the  dismal  shape. 

As  that  fell  rider  came  in  view 
Its  gloomy  presence  seemed  to  drape 
The  night  with  yet  more  somber  hue. 

Stopping  when  the  king  was  near 
The  spectral  rider  left  its  seat 
And  trembling  with  overpowering  fear 
The  king  advanced  this  shade  to  meet. 

Wrapped  in  lengths  of  heavy  cloth 
The  rider  ‘gan  himself  to  free. 

Unwrapping  turns  of  linen  soft 
Uncovering  for  the  king  to  see. 

Horror  stood  before  his  eyes 

As  that  late  sovereign  watched  aghast; 

And  so  the  whole  of  that  disguise 
Was  lying  on  the  turf  at  last. 

Filling  all  that  dreadful  space 
Were  rags  upon  which  rested  cold 
An  ancient  crown  of  unknown  race; 

A long  forgotten  ring  of  gold. 

Mounting  then  that  stomping  horse 
The  king,  beside  the  foaming  sea. 

Began  his  wild  uncharted  course 
Forever  lost  in  memory. 
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Secret  Agent 

Andrew  Cornillie 
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The  Funeral  and  the  Poker  Game 

Patricia  Gangas 


After  your  funeral  a thick  fog  wrapped  me 
in  an  unapproachable  silence, 

as  I groped  my  way  past  the  chiseled,  numb  buildings. 

At  the  casino  I played  poker  into  the  night. 

I would  think  about  the  dead  later. 

Between  the  soundless  singing  of  smoke, 
the  sharp  rum  smells, 

I watched  the  razzle-dazzle  blonde  screech, 
as  if  luck  could  hold  back  her  days  of  decay. 

In  this  desolation  of  bandaged  dreams,  few  win. 

It  is  the  slow  unbuttoning  hope. 

To  my  right  a man  smiles  down 
on  his  hand  full  of  spades,  ace-high. 

Thinking  back  on  your  funeral 

you  were  not  lucky  to  be  dealt  a spade  flush, 

aged,  almost  blind,  you  kept  asking, 

“Lord,  when  will  you  come?” 

Lucky  runs,  brandy,  dealers  sure-footed  in  this  blizzard  of  cards, 

stay  silent,  not  risking  a sound 

knowing  cards  can  convey  all  shades  of  meaning. 

Outside  the  silent  wind  wears  black. 

My  mind  wanders  back  to  your  funeral. 

In  one’s  life,  fortune  has  no  patterns,  luck  comes  when  it  will, 
fluttering,  with  no  resting  place. 

The  game  goes  on... 

In  disbelief  I find  four  eights  in  my  hand. 

I bet;  a raise  follows.  I raise  again,  loving  my  luck. 

The  call  comes — a royal  flush! 

The  weight  of  this  loss  is  like  unheard  lightning. 

I think  of  you — 

We  are  all  cut  from  a common  deck,  friend, 

death  is  just  another  misfortune  in  this  season  of  play — 

I must  wait,  listen  for  its  quiet  cautions. 

I will  miss  you. 
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Hospital  Bed 

Denis  Hagen 
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Photography 


Reliquary 

Karen  Webb  Owen 

I would  weave  a wire  of  words  into  filigree, 

forming  these  extrusions 

into  an  openwork  box, 

wrapped  and  soldered  around  my  life, 

decorated  with  its  last  bright  shards. 

Its  small  openings  allow  escape; 
ephemera  evanesce, 
tears  evaporate. 

Only  their  salt  remains, 

to  preserve,  perhaps,  some  few  essentials, 

bare  bones,  locked  inside. 

This  fanciful  design  presents 

merely  a partial  vision; 

simultaneously  concealing  and  revealing. 


Don’t  breathe 

Michelle  Weis 

The  forbidden  wind 

That  blows  through  our  hair. 

We  see  it  not 

But  know  it  is  there. 

We  ought  not  touch 
This  sacred  flower 
We  ought  not  know 
Lust  or  desire 
This  prevalent  instinct 
How  can  it  be  hidden? 

What  pain  it  doth  cost 
In  this  world  that  we  live  in 
When  we’re  told  not  to  see 
What’s  in  front  of  our  eyes 
And  with  time  what  we  see 
We  believe  to  be  lies. 

And  lies  as  they  may 
Is  the  price  that  we  pay 
For  masking  reality. 

Creating  dismay. 
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Distraction 

Brandin  Estes 


Focus,  Focus  on  the  rain. 

It’s  always  there. 

It  comes  and  lingers 
Slowly  dripping  and  falling 
Think  about  the  rain. 

Feel  it,  hear  it,  smell  it,  taste  it 
Don’t  forget  it. 

It  may  be  the  last  drop. 

Don’t  mind  the  lightning 
Don’t  jump  at  the  thunder 
Don’t  let  it  surprise  you 
Don’t  let  it  distract  you 
From  the  rain. 

Think  about  the  rain. 

Focus.  Feel  it.  The  feeling  to  feel  something. 
Something  else. 

Something  old  and  fresh.  It’s  always  different. 
Focus.  Don’t  think,  just  feel. 
Thinking  of  it  hurts  so  feel  the  rain. 
Forget  it,  just  taste  the  cold,  wet  rain. 

Let  it  warm  and  surround  you. 

Let  it  conquer.  Give  in.  Forget. 

Let  it  drown  in  the  rain. 

Focus.  Forget. 


66 


On  Missing  Laurie,  or  Laurel, 

as  she  would  tell  you 

Anthony  Opal 


Oh,  I wish  you  could  be  here 
right  now 

I wish  you  could  see 

the  sun  splitting  the  clouds: 

The  Music  of  the  Renewal  of  All  Things  - 
I know  you  know  what  I mean 
I know  you  know  what  I mean 
and  that’s  why  I wish  you  were  here 
you  know 

the  music  turned  up  so  loud  in  my  car 
I can  hardly  stand  it 
but  I love  it 

blowing  out  of  my  ridiculously  trebly  speakers 
and  all  I can  do  is  bang  the  wheel 
to  the  beat 
of  this  music 

until  the  palms  of  my  hands  turn  red 
wishing  you  were  here 
to  be  excited  with  me 

about  The  Music  of  the  Renewal  of  All  Things 
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My  Grandmother’s  Painting 

Katherine  Brichacek 

hangs  in  the  staircase 

of  her  aunt’s  house 

neither  have  visited  each  other 

since  they  spit  their  vows 

never  to  step  through  the  threshold 

of  the  other’s  door 

so  in  Auntie  Irene’s  staircase 

that  she  no  longer  can  ascend 

hangs  a lonely  landscape, 

a snow-showered  shed 

long-abandoned  by  the  couple 

who  huddle  together  for  warmth 

the  fire  refuses  to  provide 

the  trees  bent  over 

from  years  of  battering 

the  grass  hidden  for  the  season 

and  in  the  gray  dreary  sky 

float  the  pride  and  regret 

of  both  women 


Indian  Box 

Katie  Lupo 

Not  more  than  an  inch  high 
Made  of  resin,  thick  and  brown 
It’s  decked  with  diamond-shaped  mirrors 
Inside  lies  a single  Indian  rupee. 

She  gave  it  to  me, 

“You  don’t  have  a culture,  you’re  white  bread,” 

She  declared,  “so  I’ll  give  you  mine.” 

I gazed  at  the  “Made  in  India”  sticker  on  the  bottom 
She  knew  why  I was  laughing. 

She  understood  me. 

Now  I look  at  the  box  and  smile. 

Inside  it  are  my  memories  of  her,  her  exuberant  soul. 
And  her  sharp-witted  tongue  slinging  back  retorts. 

But  also,  memories  of  the  sadness  of  that  day. 

Seeing  classmates’  ash-white  faces 
Through  my  tear-blurred  eyes 
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I miss  her,  but  she  is  never  truly  gone. 
She  is  alive  in  that  box  and  in  my  soul 


Colonel  Kurtz  is  Coming  Home 

Daniel  Messick 


Photography 
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What  the  moon  found 

Jason  Snart 


I see  the  moon, 

and  the  moon  sees  me, 

the  moon  sees  someone, 

I want  to  see. 

- Grandmother’s  nursery  rhyme 


The  moon  begins  its  bold  agreement 

with  the  water  in  the  lake;  the  waves 

will  take  dictation,  washing  up 

in  a telegram’s  code:  CONGRATULATIONS 

DAD  YOU'RE  BOTH  TERRIFIC  LOVE... 

Saskatoon  to  Levittown,  PA.  From 

the  moon’s  palette  of  reflected  sun: 

gilding  wheat  and  the  edge  of  a heron’s  wing, 

settling  with  a master’s  finishing  touch. 


This  while  you  author  irregular  spikes 
on  the  EKG,  and  you  offer  your  heart  to  the  echo- 
cardiogram. Your  skin  has  been  opened. 

But  you  receive  lilies  whose  rims  are  darkening 
with  tears.  And  you  are  in  pain:  is  it 
weight  or  waiting,  has  your  time  come?  No 
wonder  you  wanted  first  a watch, 
and  then  proper  slippers.  For 

travelling? 

The  railroad  tracks  course 

through  town  and  mark  the  prairie 

like  a draftsman’s  pencil;  teaching  a lesson 

in  perspective  and  the  fated  pursuit 

of  horizon,  recessing  into  space  and  time, 

with  the  constant  pretence  at  closure. 


The  train  whistle  comes  through  your  apartment 
window  on  summer  air;  jazz  up  from  the  one- 
speaker  radio,  and  water  boils  in  the  kettle,  the  clock 
sweeps  away  eleven  p.m.-  its  prophetic,  ineluctable 
mechanism  - and  counting.  The  moon  is  pinned 
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above  the  sharp  roof  of  the  church. 

Photo  albums  are  in  the  corners  and  closets, 
stacked  as  though  the  artist  has  painted 

one  masterwork  on  another.  And  I peeled  through  each  layer 
with  their  conservationist  markings: 

July  67,  Christmas  with  kids 


The  rooms 

cave  in  from  the  weight  of  your  absence.  The  air 
is  stifled  and  breathless  and  milk  sours 
in  the  fridge.  I opened  windows,  pulled  back 
the  curtains.  Night  fell 
in. 


Between  my  city  and  yours  there  are  likely  rail-lines, 
but  they  are  complex,  unimaginable, 
an  arrangement  as  delicate 
and  over-wrought  as  your  heart 
with  its  arteries,  arterioles,  and  spur  lines. 


But  I can  see  the  moon,  even 
unpoetic;  a chalk  mark  pushed 

into  the  sky.  And  you  must  imagine  this  same  moon, 
imagine  its  faintness,  its  artlessness, 
its  inevitable 


ascension  and  carving  of  the  night. 
Imagine  five  men  pitching  horseshoes 
to  its  light. 
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Cemetery  Road 

Patricia  Gangas 


Grass  and  trees  lie  tended.  Soaring  birds 
stretch  their  wings  in  an  August-blue  sky. 

Under  the  peaceful  scene,  long  ago, 

I remember  this  road — 

the  march  behind  my  young  sister’s  coffin, 

the  deep  purple  songs  as  startled  birds  fled  the  nest, 

and  my  heart  seared  in  this  slow-winged  farewell. 

Huddled  in  sorrow  we  walked  the  road  back. 

Deep  in  the  winter,  some  years  later, 
like  transparent  black  angels 
we  walked  by  my  mother’s  bier 
her  flower-soft  final  bed. 

Cloaked  in  snow,  the  wind  helter-skelter, 
strange  birds  screamed 
as  we  walked  the  road  back. 

I played  the  panpipe  and  sang 

as  years  of  healing  passed 

for  the  two  who  had  left  home  forever. 

But  my  sorrow  became  all  the  more. 

My  brother  wound  away  in  mid-life — 
soon  my  father,  my  heart’s  treasure 
entered  the  earth  as  a dog  howled 
amid  the  grave  mounds. 

Broken,  we  walked  the  road  back. 

Today,  under  a chrysanthemum  fresh  sky, 
as  magnolias  stand  guard,  row  upon  row, 

I write  poems,  plant  beans  as  months  pull  me  along, 
live  between  heaven  and  earth... 

I see  I’ve  become  old,  my  hair  gray, 
since  first  I walked  the  road  back. 
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Time  Standing  Still 

Jennifer  Hall 
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Arrest 

Steph  Ziemann 

Gritting  your  teeth  between  swigs,  you  beg  me  to  leap  for 
your  bottle, 
your  crotch, 

your  liquefying  heart. 

Raking  your  eyes  down  my  delving,  braided  spine, 
the  folds  of  your  groin  smoldering, 

you’re  passed  out,  dreaming  of  my  thighs  straddling  your  lap, 
my  thin  wrists  knotted  at  the  nape  of  your  neck, 
your  mouth  wet  on  my  low,  full  breasts, 
drenched,  entangled  in  moonlight  and  papery  nets  of  hash, 
trapped  beautifully  like  shaded  mermaids  in  a web  of  God. 

And  you,  grinning  like  a bastard  because  it  has  to  be  real, 
you  wake  up  four  hours  later, 
stomach  sloshing  with  cinder  whiskey, 
clammy  cum  splatter  in  your  sweatpants,  bitch  headache, 
wincing  at  the  harshness  of  my  ever-absence  in  your  bedroom, 
in  you  liquor-stained  mouth. 

You  call  me  on  the  phone,  close  your  eyes, 

rub  yourself  on  my  voice  like  an  undulating  night  cat, 

drunken,  crashing  your  head  into  my  legs, 

claiming  me,  territory  no  one  else  could  find, 

your  purest  air,  your  warmest  sun,  the  quietude  you  can  breathe 

while  you  gag  on  the  filth  at  the  bottom  of  your  bowl. 

Nights  out  with  you,  I knit  potholders  in  a corner, 
your  fever-mouthed,  pink-eyed  friends 
tonguing  me  like  an  ice  glass  marble, 
your  body  pleading  with  you  against  the  hard  liquor, 
the  sour  acid  climbing  your  gullet 
like  a bloody  rose  on  a gray  trellis, 
murmured  thorns  your  heartbeat,  razor-flick  question  marks. 

I muffle  my  pounding  heart  with  a potholder,  weeping, 
bright  asterisks  punching  through  my  back  like  bad  kung  fu, 
projecting  themselves  behind  me, 
desolate  searchlights  on  my  frenzied  footprints. 
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Consignment 

Matthew  Kovich 

There  is  something  unhorribly  calming 
in  accompanied  torture.  Fear?  Yes,  pain 
as  well,  but  quietude  as  your  screams  sing 
doleful  harmonies  like  the  lonely  rain. 

Apparently  we  thirst  for  suffering, 
since  I see  you  draw  drink  from  the  very 
cup  I’ve  drunken  myself  on.  In  sharing 
this  poison,  we  become  sanctuary. 

With  the  least  untenderness,  let  me  clutch 
your  innocent  hands  as  my  words  try  to 
rob  your  eyes  of  each  and  every  tear  which 
I’ve  already  cried  - they  need  not  haunt  you. 

Ours  is  a baffling  and  desolate  wine 
to  taste,  but  since  me  must,  let  us  consign. 


An  Unexpected  Kiss 

Matthew  Kovich 

Tobacco-tinged  and  tautly  thrust, 
and  much  enjoyed  (as  such  things  much), 
the  root  of  language  enters  me 
by  mouth  and  by  surprise. 

Begins  it,  thus,  its  deftly  dance 
of  exploration,  sex  and  chance  - 
Intruiged,  my  tongue  accepts  its  lead 
and,  step  for  step,  complies: 

A wistful  waltz  in  ballroom  built 
of  lips  united  like  a quilt; 
of  velvet  lips,  affixed  to  mine 
in  warmest,  softest  bliss. 

The  sweetly  scent  of  breath  and  skin 
brings  taste  to  texture  (and  to  sin), 
our  bodies  pressing  tight  as  we 
extemporize  a kiss. 
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Dear  Klondyke 

Liz  Hyink 


Dear  Klondyke 

Quixotic,  you  test  me 

but  my  brain  sloppily  marinates 

in  chocolate-cherry  liqueur. 

I should  have  sunk  the  sludge 
down  the  potted  plants  on  the  top  floor, 
rather  than  stumble  through 
our  conversation  on  the  roof. 

My  toes  now  curl  over  the  carpet 
of  the  living  room  in  amused  regret. 

You  stand  holding  an  empty  beer  bottle 
with  one  hand,  playfully. 

We  regurgitate  the  plan  of  sending 
ironic  messages  across  the  lake. 

Weeks  later,  I return  bearing  s’mores, 
only  to  find  the  enigma  left 
after  you  raised  anchor. 
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The  Wine  Glass 

Amanda  Wengert 


Curved  glass  of  perfection 
Refracts  the  candle’s  glow 
And  shines  like  light  from  a prism 
Across  the  muted  olive  ceiling 
She  is  dainty 
She  is  fragile 

Proudly  stands  erect  for  celebration 

A new  day’s  day  and  a new  life’s  marriage 

coming  together  with  a 

clink  clink  clink 

She  is  baleful 

She  is  fatal 

Blood  red  fills  her  bowls 
Pours  into  her  arched  back 
For  mother  to  sip  from  it 
And  go  to  bed  happy,  and 
Sedated 
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Siblings 

Maureen  Telman  Flannery 


She  came  squalling  into  his  third  year 

to  mess  with  his  monopoly  on  the  world’s  attention. 

HE  cuddled  her  infancy  with  Lenny-love 

that  could  crush  the  soft,  furry  object  of  his  fascination. 

He  was  always  there  with  an  invasive  embrace 

as  if  he  might  squeeze  out  of  her 

any  need  to  be  near  him. 

She  spent  years  annoying  him  with  adoration, 
pestering  with  peevish  pleas-- 
she,  that  barely  bearable  nuisance  who 
shared  the  same  progenitors 

and  adulterated  all  potential  soccer  spaces  with  dolls. 

Now  she  is  in  all  things  lovely  and  wise, 
can  advise  and  is  fine 

in  a way  that  makes  even  his  buddies  take  note. 

This  is  the  summer  they  become  friends, 
secure  the  same  menial  labor,  take  a road  trip  west, 
destination  chosen  with  the  toss  of  a coin- 
brother and  sister  in  a borrowed  car 
with  a few  spare  days  and  a long  flat  pain  to  cross. 
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Jackie  O. 

Andrew  Neirman 


79 


Pencil  drawing  26”  x 31 


Summoning 

Karen  Webb  Owen 

Is  it  the  wind? 


A wild  one  along  the  ground, 

Not  troubling  the  massive,  dark  clouds. 

Plants  on  the  margin  of  the  road  beckon. 

Beaten  stems,  curved  as  crippled  fingers. 
Whipped  branches,  thin  as  undernourished  arms. 
With  begging  gestures  urge  me  to  approach. 

Not  the  stately,  blazing  trees  of  fall. 

But  scrub  and  weeds,  dingy  outcasts. 

Subsist  on  this  untended  edge. 

Neither  forest  nor  path. 

No  one  wants  them. 

No  one  cares  to  uproot  them. 

Soil  here  is  thin  and  dry  or  sour  smelling 
Where  the  ground  sinks  and  standing  water 
Tans  a shred  of  squirrel  skin. 

Matted  fur  still  clinging  to  it. 

No  birds  perch  on  these  stalks 

No  sounds  heard  but  wind 
Rattling  the  skeletal  stems. 

Rankly  tangled  and  struggling  for  room. 

A few  unshed  sallow  leaves. 

Single  as  a last  rotten  tooth. 

Flicker  and  turn  grey  as  the  light  goes. 

In  the  wind’s  fiercer  onslaught. 

Frail  branches  fall  flat. 

Scrabbling  against  the  ground. 

Then  rise  again,  whispering. 

Still  beckoning,  their  thorns  tug  at  me. 

I should  turn  back. 
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Stand  of  Trees 

Mary  Yezek 
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Watercolor  and  Ink  13”  x 11 


Missed  Chance  Romance 

David  John  Simcik 
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Oil  Painting  30”  x 40 


Capricorn 

Gloria  Fazio 
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Pastels  17”  x 20 


Pritzker  Pavilion  Millennium  Park 

Andrew  Cornillie 
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Winter  Spray 

Carol  Neumann 


85 
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Sweet  Sue 

Maxine  Butcher 
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Acryllic  18”x24 


Ancient  Games 

Patricia  Pope 


Under  the  Covers 

David  Mayhew 


Nation 

Tom  Ferguson 

The  following  words  are  culled  from  certain  notebooks  discovered  beneath  a muddied  mattress  following 
a domestic  violence  investigation  located  at  Mr.  B’s  dwelling.  Said  investigation  was  conducted  after  a 
neighbor  reported  loud  ‘‘thumping’’  coming  from  resident’s  apartment.  Resident  was  not  present  upon 
forcible  entry,  yet  in  the  absence  of  victim,  investigation  has  been  transferred  instead  to  missing  persons. 
SAid  person  is  believed  to  have  had  some  tupe  of  violent  encounter  preceding  his  disappearance,  as  indi- 
cated by  the  level  of  disarray  of  dwelling.  Notebooks  and  various  items  were  taken  into  state’s  evidence 
July  5^^,  2003. 

Nation 


Theatre^ 

After  about  the  space  of  half  an  hour,  the  rust-colored  curtain  was  drawn,  and  the  stage 
revealed  to  the  viewer’s  eye.  Conversations  waned  from  the  left  to  the  right  in  tacit  respect  for  the 
host. 2 

Outside^ 

He’d  had  the  strange  impulse  lately  to  commit  a crime,  a nondescript  action  of  malice.  The 
realm  of  crime,  of  course,  extends  to  the  more  extreme  realm  of  genocide  and  such  atrocities,  yet 
his  intuition  demanded  a course  of  action  on  the  other  end  of  the  spectrum. 

This  is  not  to  say  that  he  was  a stranger  to  violence,  cruelty,  actions  as  old  and  as  true  as  the 
sky.  All  his  drinking  partners  shared  a common  tension  in  their  right  index  finger,  a condition 
that  he  shared  with  them.  Perhaps  it  would  be  this  finger,  whispering  gently  to  him  as  it  twitched 
that  would  act  as  catalyst.  After  Eritrea,  it  was  hard  to  say  in  any  definite  terms  where  his  intu- 
ition would  lead  him. 

He  lived  simply.  The  coarse  brush  so  rare  in  the  landscape  had  chosen  his  residence  to  invade, 
perhaps  on  the  account  of  excess  moisture.  A petrol  generator  drove  a salvaged  record  player  in 
the  corner  of  his  shelter,  next  to  the  spare  muddied  mattress.  The  sole  record  that  he  owned. 
Talking  Book,  had  been  injected  by  the  needle  so  many  times  as  to  be  nearly  unserviceable. 
Within  a year,  it  would  be  worthless,  except  as  some  nostalgic  remembrance  of  America.  I believe 
that  when  I fall  in  love  with  you  it  ll  be  forever^.  Would  have  been  striking,  had  there  been  anyone 
with  whom  he  could  or  have  any  desire  to  fall  in  love.  In  this  land,  however,  love  was  not  quali- 
fied^. Not  listed  amongst  those  things  necessary  to  keep  one’s  neck  clean  and  untampered  with. 
In  short:  not  needed. 

The  expatriate  colony^ 


1 Marginalia:  4 mg  Clonazepam,  6 oz  Single  Malt  Lowland  Scotch,  40  mg  Hydrocodone,  Winstons 
^ Marginalia:  [H]ost?  Mind  is  so  porous,  cannot  seem  to  rid  it  of  aU  artifice.  Becoming  more  and  more  difficult  to  discern 
the  boundary  between  what  has  and  could  have  happened.  Has  any  of  this  taken  place  in  any  more  than  the  hypothetical?  If 
all  is  just  how  could  this  become  so  indeterminate?  (sic)  Just  need  simple  muscle  relaxants.  Therein  hes  all  this  tension  and 
obscurity. 

^ Marginalia:  5.5  mg  Clonazepam,  20  mg  Olanzapine,  100  mg  Trazadone,  12  oz  Single  Malt  Lowland  Scotch,  Marlboros 
Marginalia-  Why  does  Stevie  Wonder  twitch  like  that?  Is  this  common  to  all  blind  people?  Just  blind  Africans?  The  twitch- 
ing giggling  exaggerated  smile  asking,  demanding,  that  we  “fall  in  love.”  Has  Stevie  ever  killed  another  man?  Would  the  gig- 
gling cease?  Would  the  tics  become  incessant  and  overwhelming?  Would  we  have  to  dose  Mr.  Wonder  with  muscle  relax- 
ants? Until  he’s  just  a soul  in  a cage  singing  beautiful  (sic)  songs  to  his  self.  Have  to  get  out  of  the  house. 

^ Marginaha:  I am  no  longer  surprised  that  you  of  the  North  do  not  know  how  to  love,  haven’t  even  an  idea  of  what  love  is. 
^ Marginalia:  4 mg  Clonazepam,  12  oz  Smgle  Malt  Lowland  Scotch,  40  mg  Hydrocodone,  Winstons 
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The  first  corner  of  the  room  was  sparse,  not  the  crowds  expected  in  a hotel  with  such  a 
breadth  of  time  behind  it.  The  few  that  hung  upon  the  tables  with  faces  upturned  muttered  to  one 
another  of  half-writ  histories,  spectacles  like  glass  bees  falling  from  their  noses,  ignoring  the 
plates  set  before  them.  Lilies  adorned  the  tables;  it  was  a vital  touch  within  this  establishment.  As 
thin  as  the  clientele  may  have  been,  management  still  attempted  to  provide  such  luxuries. 

An  old  professor,  lifting  his  liver-spotted  fingers  shouted  of  gelding  those  tomes  with  which  he 
was  currently  in  melee.  Blood  is  not  now  shed,  has  not  been  shed  in  this  room  for  ages,  is  substi- 
tuted by  ink,  but  a pallid  rose-colored  hue  nonetheless  covered  the  threadbare  carpet  in  ancient 
spots,  not  washed  in  centuries. 

The  colony  was  on  its  last  legs;  the  management  gauging  this  by  a plethora  of  sigils.  Meals 
went  untouched,  the  gaming  parlor  unused  in  a decade.  Owls  on  rooftops  (terrible  to  those  savage 
women  dressed  as  waiters)  seemed  to  anticipate  a soon  demise  at  the  worst,  migration  at  best. 
Neither  translated  well,  in  business  terms,  for  the  players  involved,  though  a general  silence  had 
become  the  norm,  which  the  host  found  to  his  liking. 

The  professor  coughed,  expectorating  a cancerous-looking  object  that  stained  his  papers  with 
its  touch. 

As  if  trying  to  explain  away  this  sudden  illness,  a man  protested  that  the  fish  had  gone  rotten. 
The  lumbering  attendants  paid  no  heed,  but  in  fact  carted  the  entirety  of  entrees  reserved  for  the 
opposite  corner  to  these  men.  Taken  aback,  aghast,  ashamed,  the  guests  rocked  in  their  chairs, 
creating  tremors  in  the  thinly  carpeted  floor  of  the  room  that  could  be  felt  even  in  the  distances 
of  such  locations  as  the  lobby  or  the  kitchen.  They  seemed  to  have  forgotten  that  their  illness  was 
a constant. 

The  women  were  aflutter  as  the  dishes,  consumed  or  not,  were  swept  away  and  coffee  was 
served.  When  implored  for  cream  or  sugar,  the  attendants  muttered  that  coffee  is  bitter,  and  any 
attempt  to  disguise  the  favor  is  either  futile  or  dishonest.  The  guests  assumed  these  savages  lack 
appreciation  for  the  finer  nuances;  all  pastoral  sentiments  aside,  the  attendants  looked  upon  the 
guests  only  with  disdain,  not  the  awe  anticipated  by  the  guests. 

Desert^ 

The  thin  and  alien  woods  had  broken  their  constricting  grasp  over  the  landscape,  and  the  rick- 
shaw of  sorts  now  entered  a relatively  rarified  space;  the  horrible  grinding  of  the  travois  had 
ceased.  After  rising,  the  white  man  deliberated  openly  to  himself  over  the  proper  tip  to  give  the 
man.  After  all,  to  physically  drag  a man  four  kilometers  over  the  haggard  road  passed  off  as  high- 
way was  a feat  more  deserving  of  a mere  fifteen  percent.  Altogether,  The  white  man  leaned 
towards  generosity  and  decided  to  match  the  demanded  price.  Five  quid,  and  that  had  included  a 
carton  of  John  Players  (ubiquitous  in  this  part  of  the  globe),  as  well  as  three  pages  from  a maga- 
zine of  white  women  in  jeopardizing  poses.  Looking  at  the  man’s  dirty,  bleeding  feet,  the  white 
man  finally  handed  the  man  ten  pounds  and  sent  him  on  his  way.  The  man  exposed  bright 
charred  teeth  in  response,  green  sinews  of  qat  overtaking  his  teeth  as  vines  do  brick. 

Seeing  the  speed  at  which  the  man  lifted  the  haphazard  travois  and  his  eager,  scrappy  motions 
forced  the  white  man  to  think  about  the  nature  of  charity.  He  had  either  fed  that  man’s  family  for 
a year  or  fed  his  addiction  for  a fortnight.  Fucking  third  world  government;  this  was  bread  and 
circus  squared.  Cubed.  A hyper-bread  and  circus.  Fucking  qat;  at  least  it  gets  things  done.  For  a 
time. 

The  man  soon  was  sprinting  back  towards  the  city  with  unnatural  energy  (possibly  fear),  leav- 
ing the  white  man  alone  in  an  alien  land.  Lifting  his  rucksack  from  the  road  and  ensuing  cloud  of 
dust,  he  began  to  walk  in  the  prescribed  southerly  direction. 


^ Marginalia:  3.5  mg  Clonazepam,  8 oz  Single  Malt  Lowland  Scotch 

90 


The  white  man  had  been  airlifted  via  some  ghastly  behemoth  that,  as  a bumblebee,  should  not 
have  been  able  to  fly.  His  transportation  was  necessarily  shoddy,  as  he  was  not  employed  by 
church,  nor  state,  but  a wholly  different  organization,  with  wholly  different  (read:  lesser)  coffers. 
This  agency,  bearing  an  obscure  Italian  name,  deemed  themselves  purveyors  of  truth,  and  nothing 
much  more  than  that  for  them  (the  unexamined  life,  and  all...).  To  take  any  action  to  any  end 
was  extremely  peculiar.  With  only  a thread  of  explanation  of  his  assignment,  the  white  man 
accepted  this  anomalous  contract,  with  only  a silken  thread  of  explanation  for  his  own  motive. 
Since  his  landing,  a date  which  he  could  not  recall  any  longer,  he  had  been  moving  in  search  of 
the  Exemplaire.  And  that  was  the  summary  of  the  white  man’s’  understanding  of  his  situation. 

History  1 (Near) 

The  country  itself  was  one  in  which  the  sole  natural  (and  salable)  resource  was  salt.  Salt 
derived  from  the  ocean.  Given  the  kilometers  of  coastline  throughout  the  globe,  the  nation  was 
far  from  having  a stranglehold  on  the  market.  Other  natural  resources  included  a few  goats,  dirt, 
flies,  and  the  relentless  “generosity”  of  the  French.  The  white  man’s’  views  on  issues  such  as  wel- 
fare were  embryonic,  to  put  it  nicely,  but  he’d  always  prided  himself  on  calling  a spade  a spade. 
The  French,  spurned  in  the  loss  of  empire,  reveled  in  taking  steps  to  be  “progressive,”  and  fun- 
neled  meager  amounts  of  money  to  the  nation.  Perhaps  it  was  atonement,  but  it  just  appeared  to 
the  white  man  as  a different  level  of  imperialism.  There  is  power  in  philanthropy;  whether  it’s  a 
grand  masturbatory  effort  or  an  attempt  to  cleanse  oneself  in  front  of  God,  it  continues  the 
enslavement.  Instead  of  chains,  the  government  produced  qat  and  hunger  into  a vitriolic  cycle 
that  had  but  two  recourses:  sorrow  or  submission. 

In  this  country,  a nation  that  God  had  evidently  forgotten,  hopefully  only  a momentary, 
though  epochal,  lapse,  the  white  man  had  extremely  simple  business,  an  assignment  he  felt  below 
his  ability.  Kilometers  passed  tediously,  and  the  white  man  longed  for  the  quasi-luxury  of  the 
travois  as  he  traversed  series  of  lead  grey  and  rock  punctuated  by  the  brightest  hues  of  green  he’d 
ever  encountered.  Everything  appeared  deranged  or  deformed  in  this  country:  waves  crashed 
upon  the  shore  in  a method  unique  to  this  land.  Strange  birds  sang  odd  melodies  and  flew  in  pat- 
terns unseen  in  the  West.  The  simplicity  and  wretchedness  of  the  food  balanced  by  the  sweetness 
of  the  bread  (the  French  had  left  behind  one  blessing,  in  this  department  alone)  further  added  to 
his  disorientation  in  this  land. 

History  2 (Far)^ 

The  Americans  had  come,  airlifted  in  the  finest  of  silver  birds,  under  the  pretense  of  training 
the  dark  man  and  his  comrades.  Typical  American  self-aggrandizing,  not  unlike  the  French.  What 
could  a man  living  in  Hollywood  who  had  only  fired  at  paper  targets  teach  these  men,  bloody 
hands  and  all?  There  were  still  the  occasional  regular  who  had  his  American  certification  neatly 
tacked  to  his  wall,  but  this  was  a rarity;  most  had  used  the  paper  to  start  fires  or  other  practical 
purposes.^ 

And  the  French  had  left  them  behind,  yes,  embraced  them  nominally,  but  it  was  in  that  weak- 
ened state  that  his  state  had  been  attacked.  More  blood  had  been  shed  in  that  year  than  a decade 
had  seen  rain.  Blood  will  never  fertilize  fields  nor  feed  the  livestock.  What  little  remains. 

Inside,  once  more^^ 

From  across  the  room,  in  the  corner  of  gentlemen  left  hungry,  henceforth  referred  to  as  the 
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second  corner,  a man  arose.  Balding,  graying,  suit  frayed  and  moth  eaten,  he  adjusts  his  double 
Windsor  while  exclaiming  to  the  entire  company,  “In  usual  situations,  I detest  this  sort  of  thing, 
as  I believe  a true  patriot  should  not  live  in  the  past.”  The  apathetic  guests  toyed  with  their 
spoons,  unsure  of  their  coffee,  divorced  from  the  monologue.  “Yet,”  the  man  continued,  “having 
once  been  a captain  in  the  naval  forces  of  our  common  nation,  I feel  compelled  to  take  charge  of 
this  dreadfully  stifling  situation.  If  it  is  exodus  we  seek,  I shall  begin  by  appointing  brevet  lieu- 
tenants.” 

To  those  foolhardy  enough  to  lend  him  the  contact  of  their  gaze,  they  were  rewarded  with 
such  commissions,  and  reacted  by  withdrawing  said  gaze  upon  recognition.  Those  in  the  third 
corner  who  had  been  unwittingly  awarded  this  dubious  title  scoffed  and  bellowed  through  their 
cassocks,  chortling  through  mouthfuls  of  fish  squirreled  away  from  the  removing  hands  of  the 
attendants  (It  was,  after  all,  a Friday).  The  league  conversed  in  hushed  and  raspy  tones  amongst 
each  other  before  throwing  down  their  napkins  in  protest  and  retiring  to  their  cloistered  rooms. 

As  each  passed  by  the  maitre  d (another  lumbering  brute,  albeit  much  better  dressed)  each 
requested  that  their  evening  meals  be  served  upstairs,  and  received  a affirmative  nod  in  response. 
One  by  one,  the  footsteps  of  the  saints  landed  upon  the  worn  floor,  and  the  echoes  trailed  up  the 
stairwell,  through  the  hallway,  until  dissipating  as  each  was  delivered  to  his  quarters. 

The  aged  captain  cried  in  pursuit,  “Do  you  even  remember  the  motherland?  Can  you  remember 
the  tongue  of  its  waters?  Do  you  really  wish  to  die  an  expatriate  in  this  terrible  country?”  The 
answer  to  his  questions  lay  still  in  the  gradually  softening  footsteps,  and  was  furthered  by  the 
silence  from  the  remaining  corner  of  the  room. 

Illumination^  ^ 

As  night  fell,  the  dark  man  walked  the  decrepit  road,  occasionally  glancing  at  the  tell-tale  oil 
trails  being  absorbed  into  the  dirt.  His  face,  or  at  times  his  back,  was  illuminated  at  times  by  vari- 
ous passing  vehicles,  at  times  sending  him  into  the  nearby  ditches,  confusing  the  bright  lights 
with  flares.  To  the  drivers,  he  must  appear  as  a ghost,  though  Issas  walking  barefoot  in  the  night 
was  anything  but  a rarity.  The  oil  trails,  like  blood,  were  sigils  leading  him  to  his  destination;  the 
Oran  Hotel. 

As  a boy,  he  was  told  stories  of  the  hotel,  home  to  expatriated  Caucasians,  rotting  in  its  car- 
penter gothic  interior.  Though  he  never  could  attribute  anything  definitively,  it  was  sure  that  their 
dealings  were  of  the  perverse  and  in  part  contributed  to  the  wars;  sometime  they  adduced  even 
the  long  intervals  between  vegetation.  Aside  from  a small  military  presence,  they  were  the  sole 
whites  left  in  the  nation. 

Enough  time  for  reflection;  the  dark  man  climbed  from  the  ditch  and  followed  the  patterns  of 
oil  once  more. 

Inside^^ 

The  gentlemen  of  the  second  corner  eyed  the  fourth,  involving  them  through  their  gaze,  beg- 
ging an  answer  to  the  captain’s  mast.  Bound  by  Hippocrates,  and  other  troublesome  oaths  taken 
in  their  youth,  they  searched  through  their  expansive  yet  crumbling  memories  and  recalled  their 
collective  vocation.  Grudgingly,  they  staved  off  the  apathy  that  was  so  inherent  to  this  room,  and 
gathered  whatever  items  lay  upon  the  table.  Various  scopes  and  corroding  instruments  were  item- 
ized and  returned  to  torn  white  pockets,  and  soon  the  fourth  corner  became  the  fourth  column, 
covered  at  the  entrance  to  the  foyer. 

Similarly  transmutated  were  those  of  the  first  corner  through  some  internal  yet  uninspired 
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hand,  having  aligned  themselves  alongside  the  fourth,  tomes  in  hand,  dust  accordingly  spilling  to 
the  sullen  carpet.  The  members  of  the  second  quickly  foraged  for  any  foodstuffs  taken  by  the 
attendants,  stagnant  or  not,  yet  the  barking  of  the  captain,  whose  posture  had  begun  to  stiffen 
somewhat,  drove  them  into  form,  and  they  soon  lined  up  alongside  the  other  two  ranks. 

The  captain  appointed  an  emissary,  as  it  were,  to  mount  the  failing  stairwell  and  summon  what 
would  complete  their  company;  the  diminutive  recipient  hobbled  by  means  of  a cane,  and  did  not 
return  to  the  room  for  about  the  space  of  half  an  hour. 

Upstairs^^ 

The  “emissary,”  a man  who  appeared  broken  and  subsequently  mended  several  times  over  his 
life,  reached  a gnarled  hand  to  the  equally  gnarled  wood  of  the  lead  cloister’s  door.  Somehow,  he 
suspected,  the  saints  were  in  league  with  the  attendants.  The  savage,  dark  women  were  never 
referred  to  as  “brutes,”  but  indiscernible  terms,  tragedienne  at  times,  cheveleuse  at  others. 

Qat  Breeds  Genet^"^ 

The  time  fleeting,  the  grey  dust  of  the  “highway”  absorbing  more  and  more  impact,  he  reluc- 
tantly pitched  into  his  pocket  as  retrieved  the  clear  bag  that  shone  with  an  emerald  hue.  The 
white  man  had  places  to  go,  and  whilst  he  was  strongly  cautioned  against  “going  native”  by  his 
superiors,  every  second  counted.  The  savages  may  have  lacked  the  cultural  nuances  of  his 
brethren,  yet  they  spared  no  time.  Pausing  his  pace,  the  green  wad  of  leaves  and  stems  found  its 
way  to  his  cheek.  At  least  it  gets  things  done.  Waited  for  the  crazy  look  in  his  eyes  and...  step, 
step,  step  as  conical  clouds  rose  behind  each  footprint,  marking  his  path  aerially,  like  flameless 
roman  candles. 

In  this  hyper-lucid  state  the  man  covered  good  ground,  though  distance  at  the  moment  seemed 
arbitrary.  Once  crashed,  tent  is  pitched,  wood  gathered,  teapot  readied.  He  had  not  been  one,  at 
school,  known  as  a master  of  the  brewing  of  tea.  Tea  is  bitter,  he  thought,  and  though  there  may 
be  gradients  to  this,  none  transcend  Bitterness.  He  learned  this  at  a hotel  in  which  he  had  board- 
ed during  one  of  his  travels  through  another  disturbing  nation.  Yet,  as  qat  wears  off,  it  is  a wise 
idea  to  supplant  the  one  chemical  with  caffeine.  The  addition  of  one  of  the  arsenal  of  John 
Players  added  to  the  acceleration  of  the  white  man’s’  heartbeat  in  an  otherwise  rarified  landscape. 

The  sheer  joy  he  felt  in  this  dilapidated  land!  The  blackness  of  his  contemporaries’  skin  (that 
dark  black  not  seen  in  the  West),  the  placement  of  pain  as  just  another  transient  detail,  that  men 
wear  skirts  and  walk  barefoot  among  the  rocks.  Children  wholly  allow  the  flies  to  sip  on  their 
tears,  without  a second  thought,  make  resounding  whooping  sounds  with  their  chapped  mouths 
and  calloused  hands.  Wiping  their  constant  companions  (flies)  away  could  lead  to  a break  in  the 
songs  they  perpetually  sing.  From  an  encampment  far  over  the  horizon,  their  voices  carried  in  the 
arid  space. 

So  songs  began,  and  his  lips  tentatively  followed  suit. 

My  patience  is  a medal  pinned  to  your  lapel. 

With  your  sunstruck  face  you  re  as  shadowy  as  a Gypsy.  ^ ^ 

Just  a night’s  sleep,  closer  to  the  fire,  would  set  the  man  right.  Would  exorcise  this  tendency  to 
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“go  native,”  as  so  many  of  his  predecessors  had.  His  destination  lay  not  twenty  kilometers  to  the 
South;  he  pondered  the  distance  as  his  head  lay  upon  the  rucksack  soiled  with  Africa,  a 
makeshift  pillow,  another  reminder  of  home  (though  back  on  the  continent,  pillows  were  not  gen- 
erally filled  with  the  acute  edges  of  books).  His  books  tethered  him  to  a culture  seeming  more 
and  more  foreign  every  day.  If  fate  would  only  smile  upon  him,  lend  him  a comforting  mirage,  he 
could  find  an  overloaded  pickup  truck,  colorful  with  religious  streamers  and  deities  painted  on 
the  sides,  to  jump  on.  Driver,  madness  in  his  yellowed  eyes  would  drop  him  off  closer  to  his  des- 
tination. 


Fruition^^ 

And  said  mirage  did  come  to  fruition.  Ou  allez-vousl  the  Somali  driver  asked  in  bad  French, 
reddened  eyes,  telltale  wad  of  green  resting  in  his  lip.  Salle  d Exemplaire,  the  white  man  replied. 
Hotel  d Oran,  looking  up  at  the  ghost-truck. 

Oui,  allez  id,,  returned  the  driver,  slowly,  eyes  abuzz,  staring  at  a space  twenty  meters  beyond 
the  white  man.  A swaddled  baby,  yellowed  eyes  contrasting  his  white  teeth,  was  crying,  mouth 
agape,  in  the  cab.  Bebe,  fermes  la  bouchet  chastised  the  mother,  eyes  bagged  and  reclined  ungrace- 
fully in  the  cab  as  well.  Most  distasteful,  as  Burroughs  would  put  it.  No  matter,  the  cabin  was  not 
an  option  to  begin  with.  The  white  man  stretched  his  reddened  and  weathered  arms  to  grasp  the 
flat  bed,  heaving  himself  and  his  equipment  to  a reclining  position.  He  picked  out  stray  qat  from 
his  teeth  that  had  defied  the  coffee  and  hours,  spat  over  the  side,  and  relished  the  aftertaste.  The 
credits  rolled,  as  he  once  put  it. 

The  pickup  roared,  clouds  of  dust  rising,  and  the  rickety  truck  lurched  forward.  Oblivious  to 
the  alien  drama  unfolding  within  the  cab,  and  praising  the  sound-absorbing  qualities  of  glass,  he 
looked  above  to  the  dirty  sky,  and  thought  of  youths  and  liquors.  The  bouncing  of  the  truck 
became  first  rhythmic  and  then  soothing,  luring  the  white  man  into  a realm  of  sleep  he  had  not 
encountered  in  weeks. 

The  passing  landscape  was  as  far  from  his  country  as  he  could  possibly  get.  Grass  supplanted 
by  gravel,  rolling  trees  replaced  by  arid  shrubs  sounding  their  death  knell.  The  occasional  goats 
peppered  the  otherwise  muddy  brown  of  the  desert,  though  the  shade  of  the  goats’  fur  was  not 
far  from  that  of  the  dirt.  But  these  observations,  collected  over  two  and  a half  kilometers,  were 
intermittent,  concluded  in  the  short  spaces  of  time  that  punctuated  his  sleep. 

Village 

A kilometer  from  the  border,  he  awoke  to  find  the  truck  idling  in  a desolated  village.  Roofs 
were  wanting  throughout  the  development;  only  foundations  and  stone  walls  perhaps  two  feet  in 
height  signified  living  arrangements,  property.  Oddly,  the  cab  had  been  vacated  and  there  was  no 
trace  of  his  dark-skinned  benefactors.  Nor,  for  that  matter,  was  there  a sign  of  anyone  in  this  vil- 
lage. Had  it  not  been  for  the  frequency  that  the  white  man  had  encountered  this  type  of  “archi- 
tecture,” he  would  have  assumed  that  said  site  was  either  an  A)  ghost  town,  or  B)  nuclear  test 
site.  A thin  wisp  of  smoke  rising  from  one  of  these  structures  led  him  to  the  “entrance”  to  a 
dark,  incomplete,  grey  hovel,  housing  a dozen  crazy-eyed  men,  huddling  over  some  mysterious 
object.  Scores  of  prescription  bottles,  with  American  inscriptions,  lined  the  walls  like  carpenter 
gothic  molding,  the  amber  hues  casting  light  upon  the  corners  of  the  hovel.  The  eldest  of  the 
men,  hands  trembling  with  age,  rose  and  approached  the  intruder.  Earthenware,  filled  with  a 
tepid  water  was  handed  to  the  visitor,  visibly  dehydrated  and  worse  for  the  journey.  The  war  liq- 


16 

17 


Marginalia:  5.5  mg  Clonazepam,  20  mg  Olanzapine,  100  mg  Trazadone,  4 oz  Single  Malt  Lowland  Scotch,  Marlboros 
Marginalia:  5 mg  Clonazepam,  20  mg  Olanzapine,  100  mg  Trazadone,  4 oz  Single  Malt  Lowland  Scotch,  Marlboros 


94 


uid  tastes  opaque  as  it  runs  down  his  throat,  chalky  with  an  undertone  of  iron.  C est  I eau  de  les 
dieus,  creaked  from  the  lips  of  the  old  man.  Surely,  it  must  have  been;  the  world  that  God  forgot 
has  not  had  to  suffer  through  fluoridation  and  filtration.  The  irony  of  it  all. 

Ou  est  la  salle  d Exemplaire?  asked  The  white  man,  wiping  the  residue  from  his  grainy  stubble, 
satisfied.  Was  this  the  dawn  of  that  notorious  process,  of  “going  native?” 

Ah!  was  the  reply,  c est  un  et  demi  kilos  sud.  Reluctantly,  je  marcherai  avec  toi,  si  tu  vieux. 

The  old  Somali’s  French  is  as  poor  as  mine,  the  white  man  thought  in  relief.  Merci.  In  grati- 
tude, the  white  man  retrieved  his  deteriorating  green  sack  of  qat  and  offered  it  to  the  man.  The 
old  man’s  weathered,  black  face  cursorily  examined  the  bag,  subsequently  spit  on  the  ground,  and 
produced  a bundle  wrapped  in  plastic,  hue  brighter  than  emeralds,  not  to  mention  The  white 
man’  supply,  slipping  into  a slimy  brown.  The  pair’s  faces  became  synonymous  as  the  plant 
touched  their  cheeks;  murderous,  violent,  still,  reserved.  Lighting  two  John  Players,  handing  one 
to  his  patriarchal  companion,  the  white  man  stepped  into  the  suddenly  alien  woods,  like  an 
apparition,  riding  the  rising  tide  of  qat  and  nicotine. 


/ Exemplaire^ ^ 

Beneath  the  wrought-iron  gate,  inscription  in  blacksmithed  letters,  L Oran,  the  structure  itself 
was  fair,  reminiscent  of  any  revival  abbey,  an  assemblage  of  parts  of  styles  both  European  and 
local.  Strange,  unworldly  iconography  adorned  the  walls,  faces  of  deities  whose  features  were 
reflected  in  the  attendants  shown  through  the  stained  glass.  Led  upstairs  by  a young  girl,  he 
noticed  that  scratching  had  crept  from  the  depths  of  the  damp  hall,  approaching  the  envoy.  As 
the  scratching  noise  grew,  motion  was  manifested  as  shadows  alighting  upon  the  hallway,  and  the 
rickshaw  man  who  had  so  diligently  served  the  white  man  slowly  crept  from  the  depths  of  the 
hall,  abbess  reclined  upon  the  same  makeshift  travois.  This  must  be  one  of  the  tragediennes,  one  of 
the  cheveleuses  that  he  had  been  told  of. 

A veritable  color  guard,  dark  burnt  women,  had  escorted  the  Exemplar  to  the  white  man’  desk, 
and  looked  to  him  as  if  they  had  plans  to  stay.  Implored  as  to  whether  they  could  perhaps  leave 
their  assault  rifles  behind  (AKMs,  folding  stock  Kalashnikovs),  nary  a glance  was  returned  to  the 
man.  That  military  yet  religious  stillness  overtook  the  room,  a stillness  leading  to  the  white  man 
being  unable  to  focus  on  the  task  at  hand.  The  less  the  dark-skinned  guard  moved,  the  white 
man’s’  attention  became  all  the  more  unraveled.  What  had  originated  as  strong  will  and  determi- 
nacy  had  become  annoyance  and  ennui. 


Exodus^^ 

This  time  was  punctuated  by  the  soft  tread  of  those  once  recalcitrant,  and  the  reluctant  men 
filed  into  the  room,  looking  shamefully  to  the  floor;  it  had  become  apparent  to  these  men  what 
power  they  served.  Eour  corners  had  become  four  columns,  and  the  attendants  stood  bemused  by 
the  guests’  geometry. 

“Long  enough,  then,”  cried  the  captain,  brandishing  a carving  knife  in  lieu  of  a sword.  The 


Marginalia:  240  mg  Dextromethorphan  Hydrobromide,  Camel  Non-Filters 

Marginalia:  Les  Tragediennes,  Les  Cheveleuses.  Those  who  will  walk  with  me,  arm  in  arm.  Eventually. 

Marginalia:  It  is  at  this  final  point  at  which  the  author  must  make  a note.  Reaching  the  terminal  point  at  which 
the  author  feels  compelled  to  erase  the  lines,  nay,  go  at  the  hard  cover  with  a hammer,  it  dawned  upon  him  that  he 
has  become  the  fifth  column.  All  the  time  searching  for  the  fifth  column  within  the  narrative;  Who  should  fill  the 
role?  What  purpose  do  they  seek?  Shall  I plug  him  one?  It  is  but  I,  not  even  the  hotel’s  proprietor,  who  act  clandes- 
tinely to  damage  the  goals  of  all  players  involved.  At  times,  the  only  viable  method  of  liberating  fictional  entities  is 
euthanasia.  But  the  author  lacks  the  fortitude  to  fulfill  his  own  motives.  Therefore  he  must  fulfill  his  own. 

Marginalia;  4 mg  Clonazepam,  6 oz  Single  Malt  Lowland  Scotch,  40  mg  Hydrocodone,  Winstons 
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command  given,  the  waiters  gave  no  resistance,  and  the  long  march  was  begun.  No  alert  was 
placed  to  the  host  or  proprietors,  and  the  company  exited  as  quietly  as  they  have  once  remained. 
Through  the  grand  entrance  hall,  the  sympathetic  bellhops  (after  all,  just  young  girls)  attempted 
to  aid  the  more  stricken  of  the  gentlemen  to  the  door,  yet  sloughed  off  the  formation  like  scabs  as 
they  exited. 

Four  Columns^^ 

Rust-colored  curtains  were  cast  apart  from  a yellowed  window  atop  the  hotel,  from  behind 
which  the  management  peered  at  the  exodus,  whilst  engaging  a dark,  dried  man  in  discussion. 

The  glare  of  the  sun  prevented  any  of  the  company’s  members  from  noting  this  event.  In  this 
bright  midday  light,  the  procession  was  cast  upon  the  background  as  they  moved  in  high  contrast, 
that  of  a typeface.  A flag,  details  obscured,  was  alighted  from  pole  over  one  forms’  shoulder,  the 
figures  moved  in  search  of  the  nation  in  which  they  tread,  escaping  the  bitter  taste  in  their  own 
mouths. 

Yet, 24 

The  abbess  and  the  white  man  abandoned  the  Exemplaire  where  it  lay,  as  the  cry  broke  loose 
from  the  outside.  The  two  rushed  to  the  window  in  time  to  witness  the  light  swallowing  up  the 
ranks  of  the  elderly.  Just  in  time  to  witness  the  light  embrace  the  gate  and  gables.  The  Exemplaire 
cooked,  then  its  pages  burned  in  the  massive  heat,  and  was  lost  to  all  time. 


And, 25 

The  dark  man  stalled  momentarily  on  the  ostensible  roadway,  constricted  by  a sudden  density 
in  the  air.  Proud  Hassan^^  looked  at  the  position  of  the  sun,  notes  the  size  and  angle  from  the 
horizon,  and  placed  his  forehead  upon  the  dirt,  in  time  to  miss  that  flash  of  light  that  engulfed 
the  city  that  lay  ahead  of  him.  He  did,  however,  revel  in  what  he  took  for  a message  from  The 
God,  that  in  the  midst  of  prayer,  he  felt  the  incredible  warmth  of  His  presence. 

Theatre22 

The  stage  became  opaque  and  audiences  were  rushed  away  by  burly  men.  Attendees,  threat- 
ened, rushed  to  their  vehicles  in  the  adjacent  lots,  provided  free  of  charge  to  ticket-holders,  cour- 
tesy of  the  management,  who  still  attempted  to  provide  such  luxuries. 


After  Mr.  B.’s  disappearance,  personal  effects  including  notebooks  were  returned  to  B.’s  family,  who  sub- 
sequently burnt  most  everything  burnable,  though  a sympathetic  neighbor  spirited  away  the  preceding 
pages.  That  neighbor,  a Ms.  Ayers,  described  the  incident  as,  “a  real  torching,  as  if  they  were  trying  to 
strip  anything  left  of  him  from  their  minds.  Oh,  he  was  an  [expletive],  all  right,  but  he  still  deserved  to 
be  remembered,  to  still  exist. ”28 


22  Marginalia:  They  file  through  the  mouth  of  the  hotel.  I’m  beginning  to  feel  like  a human  ouroboros. 
Thank  god  for  the  son  of  sugar;  he  makes  the  medicine,  and  the  tale  (sic)  go  down. 

22Marginalia:  4 mg  Clonazepam,  6 oz  Single  Malt  Lowland  Scotch,  4 mg  Hydrocodone,  Winstons,  plaster 
of  paris 

24  Yet... 

25  And... 

26  Marginalia:  God  have  mercy  on  him. 

22  Marginalia:  Biting  my  nails  now.  Down  to  the  quick.  Further,  even. 

2^  Marginalia:  Ms.  Jane  Ayers,  Montgomery  News,  August  17th,  2003 
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